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For all the beautiful, wonderful princesses out there who 
‘dont fit" the popular ‘molo'-- be it in size, shape, skin, 
color, age, height, hair, or any other lovable physical 
feature that deserves appreciation-- 


5 STARS FOR PRINCESS WARS: 
FINALLY! AFUN LOVE STORY AND FAIRY TALE 


ADVENTURE THAT SPEAKS TO TODAY'S ISSUES! 
Book Review by The Book Club Elite 


If Pirates of The Caribbean and Sleeping Beauty 
joined forces together, Princess Wars: The Curse of Pirate 
Island would be their shared masterpiece. 

If you're a fan or follower of Chris Taylor's work then 
youll understand when | say, that if you love the 
supernatural fantasy and steamy, romantic passion of 
Hunting Love, or the inspirational purpose and action- 
packed adventure of Angel Wars, then you'll LOVE 
Princess Wars, because it bakes all of those elements in 
together seamlessly. 

Set in the sword-fighting period of days long past, 
Princess Wars: The Curse of Pirate Island, is author Chris 
Taylor's 4th novel. 

From beginning to end, it's a haunting, exciting, 
sexy, sweet, fun, and heartfelt YA romantic fantasy action 
adventure, that starts off by taking a subtle stand of 
supporting better visual equality in society-- especially in 
our youth media-- but then it quickly takes you to the 
deep emotional depths of youths and young adults, who 
feel deeply abandoned by one or both of their parents, 
dealing, especially, with missing fathers, in a new and 
refreshing way that will break your heart. 

We start off with Princess-- who is literally the 
princess of this fairy tale. She is cursed with the awful 
task of having to kiss suger cute sailors and pirate boys, 
until she finds her one true prince charming-- her 
soulmate-- who is destined to break her of her curse, 
which is called "The Death of Eternal Slumber" 

Then we meet the young man who will break her 
curse, whose name is literally "Hero", and we watch him 
valiantly live up to his name, along with his 2 loyal half- 
brothers-- whom all share the same father, but have 
different mothers-- mothers who died and orphaned 
them. 


Hero gives Princess 7he Soulmate's Kiss, and from 
then on their adventure together begins, and the ride is 
so jam-packed with action on this one eventful night in 
the open seas, that you don't even realize you've reached 
the end of the story once you get there, because the 
whole adventure is like a shot of nonstop adrenaline that 
you never want to end. 

It leaves you breathless and wanting more. 

But it /s filling as well, cleverly vacillating between 
epic action sequences, fantasy scenes, and human 
interest soap opera drama, with sultry desire mixed in 
between. 

The adventure never takes a break and never 
misses a beat. It moves organically, with a fierce drive 
and fun energy that's easy to ride along with. 

It's also easy to fall in love with Hero and Princess, 
and hard to bear their pain. So even though it's definitely 
a fast rollercoaster ride, it still makes you care about the 
characters and hope for their success. 

The actual Princess Wars don't really set off until 
late into the story, making this 1st installment feel more 
like the setup for The Princess Wars, than the actual 
Princess Wars themselves. But when you do finally get to 
The Princess Wars, you realize why it’s the over-arching 
theme of the series. 

| dont want to give away too much, so let's just say 
youre in for some fun surprises and this novel won't let 
you down. From the action and fantasy, to the drama and 
romance, Princess Wars is a fun, easy read for anyone 
who likes adventure, love, fairy tales, or the supernatural 
world. 

Princess Wars is fresh, exciting, riveting, 
captivating, highly imaginative, trendsetting literature, 
pioneering the new niche genre of supernatural, 
romantic, faith-friendly, teen/young adult fantasy action- 
drama adventure stories. 

This is perfect for any cutting edge YA book lover, 


but I'd especially recommend it for any fan of fairy tale 
romances, love stories, supernatural fantasy, human 
interest drama, and sword-fighting action adventures. 

The positive message it also sends to girls about 
their self-image is important, and long over-due in our 
media and pop culture, helping girls who don't usually 
get to see themselves reflected as sweet, pretty, magical 
princesses in fairy land know they too are beautiful, 
loved, and passionately wanted. 

Princess Wars has unexpectedly sociological roots 
too. It confronts both social and domestic real world 
issues in a fresh, unique, and exhilarating way. Finally-- A 
fun love story and fairy tale adventure that speaks to 
today's issues! 

This is a funny, sexy, passionate, charming, 
interesting, delightfully original, and wildly unpredictable, 
page-turning #YA #FairyTaleRomance #ActionAdventure! 
Princess Wars takes you on an action-packed ride, into a 
fun, exciting world full of fantastic spectacle and 
personal intrigue, with thoughtful, entertaining, and 
charming characters, who feel like friends-- or people you 
wish were your friends! 

It's like Pirates of The Caribbean meets Sleeping 
Beauty with a splash of Hunting Love! Romantics, 
Believers, Pirates, Action Adventure Lovers, Princess Fairy 
Tale Fans, Chick-Lit Junkies, and Mythological Fantasy 
World Addicts will LOVE Princess Wars! 

It was written for YOU! 





--The Book Club Elite. 


Part One 
The Kiss 


Chapter One 


Ghost Princess 


THEY CALLED ME GHOST PRINCESS, because of my 
wispy, floating nature and the mystical glow of my muted, 
pale-looking color, along with the way | mysteriously 
arrived and departed from the company of each sailor 
that travelled these violent seas. 

| couldn't blame them. 

| was strange, and etherial, sparkling a ghostly 
white light that masked my full, true appearance and hue. 
Every night | would go to these ships, in search of my 
prince-- my 1 true soulmate-- who could free me-- release 
me from this curse that imprisoned me on these ships for 
so long. 

The Curse... 

..of Pirate Island. 

| watched him as he mopped the deck. He didn't 
look particularly different from the others, but he was 
both attractive in the traditional sense and attractive to 
me, and | was told in a dream that the one who would 
break my curse would have 2 brothers with him, who were 
also very beautiful. 

“A gorgeous set of 3’, my fairy godmother said to 
me. But his brothers were destined for my play-sisters-- 
as he was destined for me. 

This boy-- or-- young man-- who was holding his 
mop-- he couldn't have been much older than me. 

Perhaps 18? 

Maybe older. 

No older than 21. 

He stood out in his looks and had 2 brothers who 


were also attractive. Ruggedly tan with fluffy, curly, jet 
black hair and big, bright green eyes. 

Black Irish tribe. 

However, they didn’t stand out as leaders, rather 
going along to get along, and | was told that my beautiful 
guy and his 2 beautiful brothers were all leaders 
together, leading their own ship and crew, and even 
fighting battles together-- not mopping the deck. 

But | was desperate to be free, and he was too cute 
to ignore, like my godmother said, so | reclined against 
the sails, at the top of the ship, staring quietly at him, just 
wondering and waiting, as he mopped the deck, whistling 
his dandy little tune to himself. 

Then-- he felt it. 

My eyes-- watching him. 

He looked up as his whistling faded and his eyes 
searched the skies, looking for whatever was staring 
through his clothes and into his soul. 

Suddenly, he stopped, with a gasp, seeing the faint 
figure of me, as | stood way up high on the top of the 
ship's sails, with my soft pink dress fluttering in the wind. 

He dropped his mop and stood paralyzed, staring 
back at me, as | stared down at him. His breath caught 
on itself as his heartbeat intensified. | could hear it all the 
way from where | was standing-- at the very tiptop of the 
ship-- unphased by the heavy ocean breeze that swirled 
all around me, in the fresh salty air. 

Realizing he might run away in fear, | quickly 
swooped down to the deck and floated toward him, as my 
dress billowed mysteriously, like it was under water. 

He gasped again and backed up as | stepped 
towards him, barefoot, with my bushy curly hair waving all 
around me. | stared at him as his back hit the wall. 

“Are you the prince who will save me?" | asked him, 
with a soft, wispy, sweet voice that filled the air like an 
echo chamber. 

He was supposed to say yes, or stay petrified, so I'd 


know my answer right away. Instead, he just looked down, 
and his eyes enlarged with giddy excitement at the sight 
of my proud cleavage, framed just right by my flowery 
white lace. 

| asked the question again, a bit more aggressively 
this time-- 

--| was losing patience. 

“ARE YOU THE PRINCE WHO WILL SAVE ME?" 

He quickly looked back up at my face, shaking a bit 
nervously now, as he realized that | was a frustrated 
supernatural force that wanted something from him that 
he may not be in the position to provide. 

“l-- | dunno. Perhaps? Yes? Is this the part where you 
kiss me?” He puckered his lips at me. 

| stared at him, already disappointed. Despite his 
stand-out looks, there was something rather common 
and dense about him. So | truly doubted that he was the 
one now. 

But all these sailors knew of me now. Of how | 
haunted these seas, scouring every ship, looking for 3 
brothers on each vessel, though only kissing one. He 
knew he might be that brother who would get my kiss. 

| sighed, a bit bitter about my never-ending 
quandary, and | sang The Opportunity of Mutual Rescue... 

“Lay a loving kiss upon mine lips, this night-- and | 
shall free you from your chains, saving you from your 
plight” | sang, gazing at him hopefully. 

As | sang, his eyes grew heavy, and his gaze 
transfixed upon me. 

But after | stopped, he looked back at me, puzzled, 
“Wait-- What plight? l'm not in chains. My brothers and 
me, we chose to be here on this pirate ship. We want to be 
pirates too.” He began to babble in his cute, thick, Irish 
accent, “We're orphans, and there’s nothin’ back home for 
us but soulless boredom and crime. So we joined this 
crew to--” 

Bored of this, | simply cut him off with a kiss. A 


passionately desperate and hopefully wanting kiss. Then | 
stopped, pulled back, and looked at him. 

He looked at me, mesmerized, “Wow.” He gawked at 
my full, pouty red lips with an intoxicated hunger now. 

But nothing happened. 

| felt no change in me or him. There was mutual 
physical attraction, like a round peg fitting into a round 
hole, but there were no special sparks of spectacle to 
show me that he-- that this-- was my soulmate. 

He was not my prince. 

He was just a cute boy who mopped the deck floor. 

“You are not the one. You are not my prince.” | 
muttered out with a tired, sad fluster of my heart, in 
morbid disbelief that | had finally kissed my 100th sailor, 
from a handsome brother-trio of 3-- and he still wasn't it. 

He still wasn't the one. 

“Well, you don’t know-- | could be-- Let’s just keep 
trying until we see--” He puckered his lips again and 
leaned in to kiss me once more. 

| vanished. 

Suddenly. 

And abruptly. 

All he kissed was the sea breeze air. 

100 kisses and no success. 

100 cute frogs and no princes. 

| couldn't take much more of this. 
| was ready to give up. 


Chapter Two 


“YOU HAVE TO TAKE CARE OF PLATO AND ROMEO 
NOW, HERO," she told him from her sick bed, “Theyre your 
brothers, and pretty soon they'll be all you've got." 

She coughed, as 7 year old Hero watched her in 
tearful confusion, glancing between her and his 2 
younger half-brothers-- 5 year old Romeo and 3 year old 
Plato-- who played on the floor, near the foot of her bed. 

“| know they don't look like you-- or each other-- 
and | know they aren't exactly mine,” she coughed, 
looking gravely ill, “But when your Father left them on my 
doorstep, after their Mothers died, | just couldn't turn 
them away. You may only be brothers in half-- by your 
Father-- but you are brothers by blood nonetheless-- and 
that should be enough.” She coughed again. 

“Mama don't go! Don't leave! Don't leave us 
old Hero cried. 

She smiled painfully at him, “I'm so sorry, baby. | 
have no choice. God's callin’ me home. He wants you and 
your brothers to grow up with a family of nuns now, at 
The Church Orphanage, where | grew up, when my own 
parents died.” She whispered to him with what was left of 
her Australian accent, “It’s a good place. One of the few 
places that truly love children. Because they truly love 
The Lord. Promise me you'll do the same, Hero. Promise 
me that you'll lead yourself, and your brothers, to love the 
Lord, like | love you. Promise me.” 

“But mama--" Hero cried. 

“Promise me.’ She whispered sternly. 

He sniffed back tears, wiping his face with his 
sleeve and nodded, “I promise.” 

“Good, good. I'll always love you, Hero. If you 
remember nothing of me, remember my love. Remember 
my love and love the Lord-- and marry a princess who 


e 


7 year 


loves Him too." 

Her voice trailed off as her gaze drifted and her 
tone and sight mellowed, until she moved no more. 

“Mama?” Hero called out, “Mama? Mama! MAMA!" 
Hero cried, hugging her still form as his clueless younger 
brothers played pirate wars with sticks and eye patches 
on the floor. 

He looked down through his tears and saw 
something in his Mother’s hand. Between her palm and 
the Bible beneath it, was a treasure. A glittering treasure. 
He pulled it out of her hand and opened it to see that it 
was a golden compass. He read the inscription on the 
back: 

“To The Love of My Life-- Words cannot express 
how much | love you-- Love, your 1 and only-- Thomas of 
The Atlantic.” 

“Father.” Hero whispered to himself, “Father will 
come for us. | know he will” 

But Father never came for them. 

Instead, the family of nuns came, just as Mother 
had said, and together, the 3 boys grew up with each 
other, in the orphanage, as 3 of the smartest, kindest, 
strongest, wisest, and most popular boys there at Saint 
Christopher's Orphanage. 

Yes, 14 years later, 21 year old Hero, 19 year old 
Romeo, and 17 year old Plato all left the orohanage 
together, as their nun-Mother’s teacher's pets, to go lead 
a sea expedition, funded by the rich church elders, that 
would go spread the good news of the Gospel to all the 
lost and wayward men out at sea. They would travel the 
ocean to find lost souls on various ships, and bring them 
all to Christ, with free Bibles and free food. 

“Oh! We are SO going to MISS you 3 beautiful boys!” 
One of the nuns cried sincerely, wiping her eyes with a 
handkerchief, before blowing her nose into it loudly, while 
the boys all hugged the nuns goodbye. 


All the other nuns nodded, crying along with her. 

“| still don’t see why ya can't just bring lost souls to 
the Lord here on land. We need plenty a missionary work 
here too, ya know.” Another said, worrying for their safety. 

“Be safe!” Another said, “And take good care of each 
other!" Her voice choked up. 

“YES-- AND DON'T GET LOST!" The first one 
shouted. 

“Oh Mother Mary, don’t worry. We'll be just fine.” 
Hero grinned, raising up his golden compass, “We've got 
both God on our side, and a golden compass to guide us. 
And if we still get lost, worry not. I’m sure Father will come 
for us." He beamed faithfully, before turning to bid 
farewell to another sister. 

One sister whispered to another, “He doesn't 
actually still believe that, does he?” 

She shrugged. 

Overhearing this, Romeo nudged Plato, “I thought | 
told you to hide that thing from him.” He nodded at the 
compass in Hero’s hand, “It’s done nothing but fill his 
head up with foolish lies about a Father who never 
wanted us.” 

“I tried, but he hides it well. | think he knows 
someone might try to take it, so he finds ways to keep it 
hidden.” Plato shrugged, “And ya never know. He could be 
right. Our Father might find us some day. And he may not 
be all that bad. Once we finally do meet him, we might 
discover that he’s a rather fine chap.” 

Romeo rolled his eyes, “Plato-- all we know about 
him is that his name is Thomas of The Atlantic. Do you 
know how many Thomases there are out there? 
COUNTLESS. Do you really think that we could EVER find 
him?" 

Plato shrugged, “All things are possible through 
Him who believes, my brother.” Plato patted Romeo's 
shoulder in friendly, brotherly fashion, as he stuffed a few 
of his dragon sketches into his satchel. 


Romeo shook his head with the cut of his eyes, 
“Between Hero's rigidly rock-solid belief system, and your 
painfully immature idealism, always quick to follow him 
right off a cliff-- | don’t see how we'll ever make it off this 
ship-- or any other.’ 

“So pessimistic!” Plato laughed, “Here, have some 
HOPE.” Plato handed Romeo a fresh new Bible, teasing 
him with what he already knew. 

“Haha.” Romeo took the Bible as he shook his head 
knowingly at him. 

“ALL ABOARD!" Hero shouted proudly as he 
grabbed the wheel of the big ship, sitting at the end of 
the pier. 

All the nuns, fellow orphans, and church people 
cheered them on, and tearfully waved goodbye to them, 
as Plato and Romeo helped Hero lead more boys and 
men onto the old former pirate ship, which was now being 
used for extreme good. And they set sail, with Hero 
navigating the head of the ship. 

“This is going to be a phenomenal adventure!” Hero 
beamed at the bright blue sky. 


Chapter Three 


“THIS IS NOT A ‘PHENOMENAL ADVENTURE" 
Romeo choked out through gritted teeth, as a giant 
pirate tried to strangle him with his bare hands, until 
finally, Romeo got hold of his sword, stabbed the beastly 
man in the chest and punched him in the face, just for 
good measure, as Hero, Plato, and their crew all battled 
desperately to defeat the pirates who'd taken over their 
ship. 

“Really?” Plato said, looking surprised at his brother, 
as he stuck his sword into a pirate who was trying to stick 
a sword into him, “I’m having a grand ole time!” He 
punched another pirate, threw his knife 6 feet, into 
another pirate’s hat, pinning it against a beam post, and 
then ran into a group of pirates, to fight some more. 

Romeo huffed, “I just want to spread the Gospel, 
find a good wife, and get paid to be a blacksmith. It might 
sound boring to you--” 

“BECAUSE IT IS!" Plato shouted back as he fought 
pirates. 

“BUT IT'S MY DREAM AND | DESERVE TO BE HAPPY-- 
“Romeo shouted as he fought pirates, back to back with 
Plato. 

“Fair enough!" Plato kicked a pirate in the groin, 
and swivelled around Romeo, sword-fighting another, 
until he was facing Romeo, a few feet away from him, 
standing with his back to the beam post where his knife 
was, “Hey, has anyone seen Hero?” 

Just then, a big pirate snuck up behind Plato and 
raised his sword up to stab him. 

“PLATO LOOK OUT BEHIND YOU!" Romeo shouted 
as he yanked the knife out of his pocket and threw it at 
the pirate, just as another knife joined its flight, alongside 
it, to stab the pirate in the throat. 


Plato turned around and gawked at the pirate as 
he dropped his sword, falling to the ground-- dead-- with 
2 knives in his neck, and Plato's knife still stuck in the 
beam post above him, pinning a pirate’s hat there. 

Plato and Romeo looked up to see the thrower of 
the 2nd knife. Hero jogged over and grabbed his and 
Romeo's knife out of the pirate’s throat, throwing Romeo's 
knife back at him. Romeo caught it with ease and slipped 
it back into his pocket loop. Hero also grabbed Plato's 
knife out of the beam post and handed it to him. 

“Plato-- stop playing around and start paying 
attention. You could get hurt, my brother.” Hero chastised 
him with sincere and anxious concern in his voice and 
eyes. 

The last thing he wanted to do was lose his only kin 
or have on his conscience being responsible for either of 
his brother's deaths, which was the opposite of what he 
promised his Mother on her death bed. 

“| had it, man. | coulda taken him.” Plato scoffed 
rather cavalierly, considering how he almost just died. 

“He was about to kill you.” Hero reminded him, “If it 
weren't for me and Romeo, he would have.” 

Just then, more pirates attacked, and Hero, Plato 
and Romeo all suddenly went back into battle mode, 
sword-fighting, knife-throwing, hard-eunching, and 
kicking butt, defeating pirates with calculated precision. 

Hero was the best fighter, but he didn’t enjoy the 
act of battle in the same spirited way that Plato did. Hero 
was more serious about it-- and deliberate. He treated it 
more like a job-- an obligation-- a duty. 

Unlike Plato-- who treated it more like a game-- a 
recreation-- a playtime break from his sketch art and 
philosophical banter. 

And Romeo didn't enjoy or feel obligated to fight at 
all. To the contrary, Romeo hated the idea of ever having 
to fight, and strongly felt that it was beneath him. 

“m a lover, not a fighter.” He'd say, “Only savages 


need to fight all the time.” 

“And soldiers.” Hero would add. 

“And anyone who just wants to have a good time.’ 
Plato would say with a kiddish snort of funny laughter. 

But for all his domestically dedicated disdain, 
Romeo could always handle himself well in a fight. So 
Hero never usually had to worry about him. 

It was Plato he had to always worry about. 

Reckless, rambunctious Plato. 

He would follow Hero anywhere-- even into fire-- 
but not carefully. 

Romeo would usually follow Hero begrudgingly-- 
but responsibly. 

Although, today, it didn’t matter, because despite 
the fact that Hero, his brothers, and some of his crew 
were all excellent fighters-- there were still many more 
pirates than there were missionaries. 

So when the blade of a pirate’s sword found its way 
beneath the bottom of Plato’s chin, about to slice his 
throat, Hero knew it was time to surrender. 

“Ya seem a might bit protective over this one here,’ 
the pirate, Captain Luke Swordfish, said, holding the 
sword to Plato's throat, “And considerin’ all these men 
seem helloent on followin’ your orders-- | take it your the 
captain of this here vessel.” 

Hero stopped sword-fighting to see Plato in 
trouble, and he nodded cautiously at the captain, 
praying that he wouldn't set him off,“ am.’ He glanced at 
Plato, who looked more angry than scared, unlike Hero 
and Romeo, who both stopped what they were doing to 
watch the pirate, Captain Swordfish, with tentative 
trepidation, “Let him go and we can talk.” 

“We can talk--” The pirate laughed at him, “About 
what-- pray tell-- would we be talkin’ about? Jesus? The 
great power of The Divine?” He shook his head, “We're not 
here to talk, danny boy. We're here to commandeer what 
ever hidden treasures ya got here on this old pirate’s 


i) 


ship. And if you don’t want me to hurt the boy here-- then 
drop your sword.” 

Hero stared back at him for a beat. 

“| SAID DROP YOUR SWORD BOY, OR YOUR 
SHIPMATE HERE GETS IT." The pirate, Captain Swordfish, 
implored, slightly stabbing Plato's neck with his sword. 

Quickly, Hero dropped his sword and raised his 
hands. Romeo looked at him, a bit surprised, as it clanked 
loudly to the deck floor. Hero looked at Romeo and 
nodded grimly. In stunned disbelief, Romeo dropped his 
sword and raised his hands, like Hero. 

“Good, good. Now tell your crew to be doin’ the 
same." Captain Swordfish said. 

Hero whistled loudly. All his men stopped in mid- 
fight to look at him. In seeing the situation, they all 
glanced around at each other, realizing they were 
outnumbered any way, and one-by-one they all dropped 
their swords and raised their hands, conceding to the 
pirates. 

“Well then.” The pirate marveled at the newly 
surrendered crew, as he sauntered closer to Hero, “Who 
knew that a clueless crew of choir boys could prove such 
a worthy challenge to me and me crew of hard-hearted 
buccaneers.’ The pirate grinned his dirty brown and gold 
teeth in Hero's face, as if surprised to feel so exhilarated, 
“Perhaps instead a layin’ waste to ye all, we'll keep ya alive 
long enough till ya agree to join OUR crew.” 

“NEVER!” Hero shouted vehemently at Captain 
Swordfish, “We're here to bring you the love and wisdom 
of Jesus Christ! So that he will SAVE you from this wicked 
life and make DECENT men out of you!” 

But Hero was alone in his outburst, as everyone 
else pretended not to have a problem with anything the 
pirate, Captain Swordfish, said. 

“NEVER?” The pirate laughed, “Why, boys, looks like 
this dashing young lad believes he has a choice in the 
matter!" He laughed heartily with all his men, “How do ya 


say we teach him otherwise?” 

“BEAT HIM SILLY!" The men all shouted with 
raucous grins on their filthy faces. 

“Well then-- | can’t be disagreein’ with that.” Captain 
Swordfish grinned wickedly and punched Hero in the gut, 
as other pirates grabbed Hero and his brothers and held 
them all back, “Looks like the only convertin’ to be goin’ 
on here, young lad, is US convertin’ YOU boys into bein’ 
IN-decent men-- just like all of us.” He laughed as Hero 
coughed profusely. 

“STOP IT! THAT'S MY BROTHER!" Pissed off Plato 
struggled to break free from his pirate captor as the 
captain laughed. 

“What a loyal crew ya got here, that strangers 
consider ya their brother, boy.” The captain studied Hero 
with an ominous eye, “Now don't be thinkin’ you'll be 
nippin’ away at any a me crew's loyalty to me.” His stare 
became a bit sinister. 

Romeo noticed, and saw where this was going, as 
he realized the captain’s insecurity and fear, feeling 
threatened by Hero. So Romeo quickly defused the 
situation. 

“We're not strangers.” Romeo explained to the 
captain, “The 3 of us share the same Father. Just different 
Mothers. And we just met this crew right before we set 
sail.” He lied there. 

The crew all glanced around at each other, a bit 
lost as to why he was stating a falsehood regarding their 
friendship with Hero. 

“No one is loyal to Hero.” Romeo continued, “So he is 
of no competition to you.” 

Now the crew all started to get it, and quickly 
tightened up their lips. 

“Oh?" Captain Swordfish’s voice was suddenly high- 
pitched with curiosity, “A trio of little bastards, like me 
and me brothers?” He nodded, suddenly at ease, “Looks 
like you and me aint so different after all, boy.” He 


grinned at Hero, who coughed again, “Nevertheless--" He 
punched Hero hard in the face, knocking him out, 
“There'll be only 1 captain on ME ship.” 


Chapter Four 


| WOKE UP AGAIN ON ANOTHER STRANGER'SS SHIP, 
captained by a crew of men I'd never seen before. Save 
for the exception of inspirational knowledge bestowed 
upon me by my fairy godmother, this was the only thing | 
usually saw every night. 

It always amazed me that, somehow, the universe 
knew which ship had 3 beautiful brothers on it, every 
single night, yet somehow didn’t know which set of 
brothers was the right set for me and my play-sisters to 
meet, in order for us to be rescued. 

That was for ME to figure out. 

| floated down to the deck and stayed hidden in my 
invisible manner, as | walked around the busy, drunkenly 
pirates, scanning everyone, to see who the brothers 
might be. 

Wait-- Didn't | see this ship before? 

In fact-- wasn't this the very Ist ship | ever haunted? 

The very Ist boy | kissed was on this ship, and he 
was NOT the one. He turned out to be a terrible drunk, 
with an affinity for prostitutes. Mind you, he could always 
tell a good joke, but he was clearly NOT my prince 
charming. 

Now this was ship night #101, and | was already 
repeating myself? 

That’s when | began to wonder... 

Was this curse even curable? Or was | fated to stay 
imprisoned in this bizarre and lonely hell, day in and day 
out, indefinitely, for all eternity? 

Then | saw him. 

The Beautiful Brother | could NOT ignore. 

| saw the moonlight shine on him through the 
prison window, as torches lit up the cell he was in. 

He was talking to 2 other beautiful boys who didn't 


look like him-- or each other. 

In your “modern-day” times, | guess you could say 
that the closest resemblance you might relate to, was 
that the youngest boy, who looked about 16 or 17, he 
looked like a teenage “Michael Ealy’, with green eyes and 
mocha milk chocolate skin. 

The middle boy, who looked about 18 or 19, looked 
like a teenage “Blair Underwood", with dark eyes and dark 
chocolate skin. 

And the eldest boy, who looked about 20 or 21, 
looked like a “Brenton Thwaites’ type, with dark hazel eyes 
and dark vanilla skin-- a paler shade of bronze. 

| wasn't sure if he was just Caucasian “White’-- or 
passing for it-- but his apricot skin was very tan-friendly, 
and his features, bone structure, and the gentle way he 
moved, with a sensual fluidity, suggested something 
more. 

All 3 of them were tall, even taller than me-- and | 
was quite tall-- and all 3 of them were gorgeous. 

They were talking to each other like they d known 
each other forever. 

“Tm tellin’ you, brother-- That's the only way we're 
going to get off this ship.” The dark one said in hushed 
tones to the light one. 

“There's no honor in it. | won't do it.” The light one 
said back, “It’s murder.” 

“Killing kidnappers who plan to kill you isn’t murder. 
It's called self-oreservation. Survival. --Standing your 
ground." The dark one protested. 

“YES-- in OPEN BATTLE.” The light one protested 
again, “Not in their SLEEP. That’s--" 

“Too easy.” The mocha one interjected, “I wanna see 
the surprised look in their faces when | defeat those filthy 
pirates!" He grinned a bit too cheerfully. 

“Don't be a psycho.” The dark one said with concern 
to him. 

“Yeah,” Hero added, “Just stick to your brilliant 


dragon artwork and philosophical talk. Don’t be so 
battle-happy, now that you've gotten a taste of 
independence.’ 

“What?” The middle one gawked at him, nodding 
towards the dark one, “HE’S the one who wants to 
vanquish everyone in their SLEEP.” 

“Yeah, so we can get off this shio without any of our 
men dying.’ The dark one started, then stopped, with a 
huff, “Look-- | picked our locks and got us free from these 
chains of theirs--" He held up their unlocked chains, 
“Either we go end this, or pretty soon 1 of the guards is 
gonna come back-- and end us." 

The light one shook his head, “I have a bad feeling 
about your plan. One of us will surely die for it. Likely 
Plato, if not you as well. | don't think it’s God's plan for us 
tonight. Let us pray on it and see what He tells us to do 
next.” Then he pulled his golden compass out from under 
his shirt. 

The dark one rolled his eyes, “Lemme guess-- You're 
gonna soy that, Father will come for us’, right?” 

“Father?” | murmured to myself curiously. 

“Ya never know.” The light one said, “It’s entirely 
possible.” 

“And completely unrealistic, Hero.” The dark one 
retorted. 

“Hero...” | realized now what his name was. 

The dark one continued, “If our Father was ever 
going to come for us, it would have been over 14 years 
ago, before your Mother, my Mother, and Plato’s Mother 
all died.” He gestured to the middle mocha one. 

“Theyre brothers.’ | realized. 

“Instead,” the dark one continued, “he abandoned 
us, left us in an orphanage, and never looked back. He's 
never coming back for ANY of us. And even if by some 
MIRACULOUS turn of events he DID come back, the only 1 
of us he'd actually be interested in taking back with him 
would be yo--” 


“Don't.” Hero cut him off, closing his eyes, “Just-- 
Don't." 

“Look.” The dark one sighed, “m sorry to always be 
the barer of bad news, Hero. But there's a reason why our 
Father left us to fend for ourselves. Cause the 3 of us-- 
we're not products of his REAL family. We're just the 
accidental reminder of all his SIDE families.” 

“Romeo--" Hero started. 

But Romeo continued, “Because our Father-- 
meaning my Father, his Father, YOUR Father-- was a big 
ole--" 

“Stop--" Hero said. 

“Dirty ole--" Romeo continued. 

“Stop--" Hero repeated. 

“Seed soreading--" Romeo went on. 

“Stop--" Hero looked away in sadness. 

“Super Slut.” Romeo finally finished. 

“Romeo--" Hero shook his head. 

But Romeo resumed, “He had no class, no self- 
respect, no honesty, no honor, no morals, no character, 
no core. Which means no manhood. He just peed on 
everything and everyone that he could, like a sick dog.” 

“He loved our Mothers!” Hero snapped back with 
determined bite. 

“No, he loved CONQUERING our Mothers.” Romeo 
snapped back with just as much bite, only a bit bitter, 
“And there's a difference between LOVING people, and 
loving to CONQUER them.” 

“OK well if that’s true then how do you explain this?" 
Hero tossed him the golden compass. 

Romeo reread the engraving silently to himself, “To 
The Love of My Life-- Words cannot express how much | 
love you-- Love, your 1 and only-- Thomas of The Atlantic.” 

Hero continued, “He engraved it with love to my 
Mother before she died. So obviously it was love. But, it’s 
just that, something happened.” 

“Yeah.” Romeo smirked, “MY Mother happened.” He 


nodded at Plato. “Then Plato’s Mother happened. I'm sure 
he was madly in love with them too. Thats why he 
disowned us as soon as our Mother's fell ill. Because 
that’s how you show your love to someone. By 
abandoning the children you made with them as soon as 
they get sick and die--" 

Hero opened his mouth to argue him further when-- 

“Oy! Howd you prisoners get out a doze dare 
chains?" A guard scowled at them from behind the bars. 
Then he realized, “And what's at treasure ye got air?” He 
grabbed his keys, opened the door, and charged toward 
Romeo. 

But Hero quickly grabbed the golden compass out 
of Romeo's hands, jumped to his feet, and punched the 
guard in the face. They fought wildly as the guard tried to 
get his compass. 

Then Hero's brothers, Romeo and Plato, jumped in 
and started to hit, kick and punch the guard to get him 
off of Hero. 

But then more guards came and grabbed the boys, 
putting them back in chains and separating them. 

They piled onto Hero to get him under control. 

“He's got GOLD on him! REAL GOLD!" The beat up 
guard said, kicking Hero in irritation that he bested him 
and didn't give him the gold. 

“Oh he does, does he? Where you got that gold, 
boy?” The other guard growled. 

“Nowhere you'll ever find it." Hero smirked. 

The guard thought about it and realized, “It’s in his 
butt. Strio him down and dig it out.” 

“What?!” Hero freaked, “No no no-- It's OK-- Here-- 
Here-- Here it is!" Hero pulled it out of his pants and 
threw it in the air, “Catch!” 

All the dumb guards jumped up into each other as 
they leapt to catch the gold. 

Hero and his brothers darted for the door, ran out 
and slammed it shut, locking it automatically. 


The guards all gasped at this, realizing, as they 
looked up to see Hero holding the keys and grinning at 
them. 

“You'll get out of here after you give me back my 
compass." Hero said. 

A guard immediately tossed Hero his compass, and 
he caught it. 

“Whad you do that for?” Another pirate guard asked 
him, “He could be lyin’. 

“Yeah but when he lets us out we could just get it 
back from him again.” The pirate said quite loud enough 
for Hero to hear. 

“Oh yeah, that makes sense.” The other pirate 
nodded.” 

Hero nodded, “Great job. But you kinda just 
admitted that you're just gonna take my compass again, 
as soon as you find the opportunity, sooo00... Toodles.” 

Hero grinned with laughing eyes at the pirate 
guards, then turned to run out with his brothers and 
stopped short, seeing Plato and Romeo being 
constrained by pirates, who covered their mouths, with 
knives at their throats. 

Hero's grin faded fast as he faced the pirate, 
Captain Swordfish, with a slight gulp. 

“Looks like you'll be sleepin’ standin’ up tonight, 
boy." Captain Swordfish carefully took the golden 
compass and jail cell keys from Hero's hands, “And I'll be 
the one pocketin’ this treasurely delight.” He laughed with 
his pirate guards. 

| watched as they took Hero away from his brothers 
and chained him to a tall beam post outside, on the deck, 
with a bucket of jellyfish behind his legs, in place of a 
stool, making it impossible for him to sit and sleep. 

“When ya get tired of standin’ up, boy, you call after 
me and tell me which one a ya brothers broke free a me 
chains.” Captain Swordfish growled at Hero. 

“It was me, | tell you! I’m the one who picked the 


lock!" Hero lied, to cover for his brother. 

Guess he figured, since he was already in trouble, 
he may as well give Romeo and Plato a chance to escape, 
under Romeo's plan, since waiting it out his way 
apparently didn't work. 

“Oh | doubt that boy.” The pirate said a bit humored 
and entertained by the choir boy's tale, “You don't strike 
me the lock-pickin’ type. But ya do strike me the type to 
take the fall for his common man-- especially for his own 
blood kin.” Captain Swordfish narrowed his eyes at Hero, 
“Ya have till sunrise to tell me who cracked me locks-- and 
just how they did it-- or at first light, all 3 of ya will be 
swimmin’ with the sharks. C'mon men. Let's celebrate. We 
just struck gold-- literally! Haha!” 

He laughed with his men as they shoved a worried 
Plato and shamefaced Romeo forward, toward their new 
prison cells, drinking rum and vodka along the way. 

Romeo gulped tentatively and opened his mouth to 
speak the truth, but Hero quickly shook his head “NO", to 
stop him. 

Hero knew the captain already had it in for him. He 
didn't need to give him a reason to fear either of his 
brothers as a threat too. 

So Romeo kept silent and looked down, distraught, 
as he stumbled forward, with Plato. 

Hero sighed to himself, and | watched him for a few 
minutes, in muted silence, just admiring his beauty. 

Then he looked around like he could feel my 
presence and eyes on him. 

Could he feel the soft pur of my cool breath upon 
his neck? 

| wondered. 

“Hello?” His voice trembled, as a chill went up his 
spine, “Is someone there?” He looked unnerved by my 
invisibility, “I know you're all planning to kill me. You may 
as well just be done with it.” 

| realized | was frightening him a bit, so | revealed 


myself to him. 

He turned and gasped with a start when he saw me. 

Then his eyes enlarged in both fear and awe. 

“My lady-- Do you not know whose company 
plagues the ship you are now sailing on? You must leave 
at once, on an escape boat, or they will surely ravage you. 
You and--" he realized, looking me over in an unintended 
stupor, “--all your beauty.” 

| gazed at him. 

It was a relief to me that he admired me as | 
admired him. 

| knew from watching other princes and princesses, 
that it was always good if he wanted her just a little bit 
more than she wanted him. 

But it was always bad if she wanted him a bit more 
than he wanted her. 

Because it was his natural job and nature to chase 
her-- not the other way around. 

So | felt good knowing that we were both 
intoxicated by each other. 

This would fair well for us both. 

“You are-- quite-- beautiful” He stammered, looking 
as though | was wearing his favorite perfume-- an 
aphrodisiac he couldn't resist. 

I'd seen this and heard this all before-- but coming 
from him-- it was different. 

And somehow, at this moment-- 

--| Knew he was the one. 

“Are you the prince who will save me?" | asked any 
way. 

“God | hope so.” The words fell out of his mouth 
before he could think, “I mean yes, | mean, l-- | guess. 
What-- What are you-- talking about?" He started to 
sober up slightly, with a furrowed brow. 

“Then lay a loving kiss upon mine lips this night, 
and | shall free you from your chains, saving you from 
your plight.” | sang to him, as his eyes grew heavy, and his 


gaze transfixed upon me. 

“OK.” He stared at me with hypnotized and wanting 

eyes. 
| nodded and waved my hands over his chains, and 
they vanished. 

He looked at his wrists, “Whoa.” He admired them, 
then looked back at me in shocked fear, “Are you a 
witch?” 

“No.” | shook my head to assure him, “I’m a princess, 
endowed with the mystical powers of super-nature, by my 
fairy godmother.” 

First he gazed at me, trying to process what I'd just 
said. 

Then he admired me back with a giddy grin, 
“Brilliant.” 

“GET THEM!” Pirates shouted in uproar froma 
muffled distance, “THEIR CHAINS! THEY'RE BEWITCHED! 
THEY JUST-- DISAPPEARED! VANISHED!" 

Hero looked at me, “You freed all of us?” 

“| told you | would save you from your plight. You 
need your brothers and crew to escape." | explained 
rather blandly. 

“Thank you.” He nodded. 

“HERO! HURRY! WE ALL GOT FREED AND 
OVERTOOK THE CAPTAIN AND HIS MEN! BUT NOT FOR 
LONG! THERE'S TOO MANY OF THEM! LET'S GO!" Romeo 
shouted as he and Plato ran down the deck and quickly 
ushered everyone onto the emergency escape boats, “l 
GOT YOUR DUMB COMPASS BACK” He yelled, holding it 
up for him to see. 

On impulse, Hero darted towards his brothers. 
Then he stopped, remembering, turned, and looked at 
me. 

| gazed back at him silently. 

Quickly, he darted back over to me, and just as his 
brother Romeo turned to see, Hero gently cupped the 
side of my face, in the palm of his hand, and he laid a 


soft, loving kiss on me, pressing his soft, warm, sensual 
lios against mine, and massaging them gently with his. 

“What the..." Romeo started, seeing his brother 
sensually kissing the air. 

His brothers couldn't see me yet. 

Only Hero could. 

Romeo nudged Plato, nodding over at Hero. 

Plato turned to see, “Is-- he-- kissing the wind?” 

“Whoa-- What is happening here?” Romeo looked 
tongue-tied as he watched me slowly start to appear 
before their very eyes. 

Hero gently laid his hand on the dip of my waist 
and back, and pulled me closer into him as we kissed. | 
rested my hand on his strapping, muscular chest, as | 
softly embraced his face with my other hand. 

Plato’s jaw dropped, “Did Hero-- just-- kiss a girl into 
existence?" 

Romeo and Plato looked at each other with 
shocked, awed faces of irreconcilable disbelief. 

Hero's perfect, soft, and sweet kiss ended, with a 
slow, gentle peck on my lips-- but | wanted more. 

Much more. 

| could see he did too, as he gazed back at me, 
misty-eyed. 

“Wow.” He said, as his gaze fell upon my lips. 

“Wow.’ | said, feeling like he was both my past, 
present, and future somehow, all in one now. 

“He stared in speechless wonder, “How is it-- that 
we've only just met-- and yet-- | feel as though-- I've known 
you for, a lifetime? Like our souls have always known 
each other, somehow?” 

“| don't know--" | admitted, “But | feel it too.” | 
confessed, “And I've never felt it before you.” 

“Ive never felt it either.” He confessed. 

“GUYS! WE HAVE TO GO!" Romeo shouted. 

“Come with us.” Hero held my hands, “We can save 
you too.” 


“Yes, you can." | told him, “But only if you do it by 
choice. You must desire to save me of your own accord, in 
order for me to be saved. At The Land of Lost Treasure-- 
on Pirate Island.” 

“Of course l-- Wait-- What?" Hero looked at me in 
confusion, “What is this island of which you speak? Where 
is it?” 

“HERO!” Romeo shouted. 

“WE'LL BE RIGHT THERE!" Hero shouted back at him. 

“Its not far from here." | said, “But getting there will 
be the most dangerous adventure of your life.” 

“And how would you recommend we get to this 
island of yours?” He asked me curiously. 

“Well, for starters, you're getting onto the wrong 
boat. The ship you'll need in order to escape this one, is 
my ship.” | said. 

“And where is your ship?” Hero asked curiously. 
materialize on the water, “THERE.” 

| pointed to my mystical, majestic, shimmering, 
glittering, sparkly rose pink ship, as it fully revealed itself 
upon the bouncing sea waves. 

“Whoa.” Hero backed up, still holding my hands, as 
he stared at my wet pink ship, which now towered over 
the pirate ship, “That-- just-- appeared-- out of nowhere.” 
He marveled at it, stunned, “That is 1 very-- very... pink 
ship.” 

“Yeah, and it’s big too.” | added with a smile. 

“Iwas just about to mention that but then | think the 
girly pink pinkness somewhat... upstaged it.” He nodded 
at the boat. 

| giggled knowingly. 

Then he whistled to his men, “GUYS! WRONG BOAT! 
WE'RE GETTING IN THIS ONE!" Hero pointed to my 
dazzlingly pink ship. 

All the guys stopped in their tracks and gawked in 
awe at my big pink ship. 


“Is-- this-- a dream?" Plato looked confused, “Like my 
dream of owning a pet dragon?” 

“| dunno,” Romeo shrugged, “But either way-- I’m 
gettin’ on that big pink boat." 

Romeo smacked Plato’s arm lightly as he stood up 
and darted towards me and Hero, followed by Plato and 
the gang. 

Romeo nudged Hero, “Hey man-- this is really 
happening, right? We're not, like, just seeing things 
because we're hungry or something...” 

“Its real.” A befuddled Hero nodded at Romeo and 
Plato, who watched me in curious awe. Then Hero 
realized | was staring back at them, “Oh, and this is my 
new-- lady?" He tried to figure it all out, out loud. “Her 
name is--?" 

“Princess.” | answered. 

“Princess.” He nodded, “Princess, these are my 
brothers, Romeo and Plato.” 

“Nice to meet you.” Romeo said to me, still looking a 
bit freaked out by my ghostly arrival, in his eyes, as he 
and Plato both shook my hand with a gentlemanly bow. 

“You look a lot less... dead... than most ghosts are 
described to look.” Plato admired my new vibrant, healthy 
hue. 

“Im not a ghost." | explained. 

“Oh. Right.” Plato looked totally lost. 

“Guys-- This is Princess's ship to freedom." Hero 
gestured to my ship, “Let's go.” 

“Let's.” | smiled as his brothers nodded back in 
agreement with him and gestured for me to go on ahead 
of them, following Hero, which | did. 

Hero helped me onto my ship, everyone quickly 
followed, and before all but 1 of the pirates could break 
free of their barricades, we were sailing away on my big 
pink ship-- to a land of lost treasure-- that would change 
us all-- 

Forever. 


Part Two 
The Key 


Chapter Five 


THE BOYS WERE VERY KIND TO ME, as well as very 
knowledgeable and trained on what and how to do 
certain things, which some of the church elders had 
trained them to do. Like sword fighting and survival at 
sea. 

Though, they taught themselves how to throw 
knives with superb precision. 

However, none of us seemed to notice when one of 
the young pirates from the pirate ship snuck on board, 
pretending to be 1 of the crew, by pirating the chef's 
clothes. 

He stayed hidden, but eavesdropped on everything 
| said. 

“So wait-- lemme get this straight. YOU'RE the ‘ghost 
princess’ we overheard the pirates going on about the 
mystical legend of?" Romeo's jaw was still on the floor, as 
he glanced over at Hero for a reaction. | still couldn't tell 
if it was because he COULDN'T believe it-- or just 
WOULDN'T believe it. 

“Lam she. Only I’m not a ghost. Yet. Technically.” | 
smiled, so happy to be free of dirty ships and even dirtier 
sailors, now back home, on my own pretty, pristine pink 
ship. 

“And you want us to go with you to some... Island of 
Lost Treasure, to somehow... save you... from... what-- 
exactly?” Plato looked terribly puzzled. 

“The Death of Eternal Slumber.” | said, and then | 
sang, ‘The Land of Lost Treasure lies behind a great 
door. Only when it’s closed can you see behind it no 
more. Look beneath the surface to find true treasure lost. 
You'll find much more than you expect-- true beauty of 
priceless cost." | looked at Plato whose eyes were now 
heavy and transfixed in gazing upon me, “That is the clue 


my fairy godmother gave me, to figure out what to do 
once | make it back to the island.” 

“Can you sing some more?” Plato grinned goofily at 
me. 

| smiled knowingly, but did not sing again. 

| knew | couldn't help the effect that my voice and 
melody had on other life forms. 

But | also knew it was easier to remember 
information by singing it-- 

--Like the alphabet. 

“Right, but... what... precisely does all that mean?” 
Romeo asked, also looking a bit dazed, but slightly more 
sober than Plato, because | wasn't singing directly 
towards him. 

Supernatural musical energy had funny quirks like 
that in it sometimes... 

“It all means that | was cursed by an evil witch, and | 
need Hero to end it with The Soulmate’s Kiss.” | explained, 
“Long ago, | was a mermaid in my Father's kingdom under 
the sea. But then, a few years after my Mother 
mysteriously disappeared, he married an evil woman who 
turned me into the house slave. 

“At first, | escaped the tower that she held me 
prisoner in, when | wasn't cleaning, by letting down my 
long locks of curly hair. But then she found me in the 
woods, tricked me with a bewitched apple and 
needlepoint, and banished me into Eternal Slumber in 
The Land of Lost Treasure on Pirate Island, tended to by 
my family of dwarf friends. Of course, that was all after | 
kissed a beastly man to make him turn completely back 
to human again, which is what then granted me the 
power to walk like the humans do. 

“Now | need Hero to find my physical form on the 
island and kiss me there, before time runs out and | die. | 
only have 1 day left. It’s my understanding that it takes 3 
days to get to the island from here. So | have no idea if or 
how welll even make it. But this is the key to The Lost 


Treasure on the island, where | need to be saved, along 
with the mag, that’s attached to it.” 

| pulled a glowing key out from beneath the top of 
my dress, on a chain from around my neck, showing it to 
them all. 

Hero noticed the crucifix dangling from my 
necklace, which showcased a figure dying on a cross. 

He smiled at this, knowing what it meant, and 
glanced downward at his own crucifix neck chain, which 
simply looked like the masculine version of mine. 

Everyone else, however, stared at each other, in 
curious silence. 

| sighed at them, “And to prove to you that this is all 
real, there's free food, powerful treasure, and pretty 
princesses in it for you boys too.” | added, just for good 
measure. 

“Oh, well that sounds like a plan.” Romeo nodded. 

“Sounds like a party.” Plato laughed jovially, not 
making it clear whether he really believed me yet or not. 

| knew Romeo didn't. 

He just wanted to meet a princess and figured | 
might be able to introduce him to his future wife. 

“So then will you all helo me help her?” Hero looked 
at his brothers, glancing at everyone. 

Romeo, Plato and everyone else looked at each 
other and then at Hero. 

“This is insanity.” Romeo shrugged, “But I’m in.” 

“As am I." Plato nodded. 

“Aye!” 

“Aye!” Everyone started to shout, cheering. 

Hero turned and looked at me with a sweet, kind 
smile, “Looks like we have a consensus.” He leaned in 
closer to me with hungry desire in his eyes. 

| was tall. 

But he was taller. 

And | liked that. 

Though, | didn’t notice the stowaway pirate boy on 


board, who ogled the key and map around my neck with 
giddy lust in his eyes. 

“Now all we have to do is survive all the 
supernatural monsters on and around the island." | 
smiled at Hero. 

Hero nodded, “Great. We-- Wait-- What?” He 
furrowed his brow at me with sudden concern. 

Just then the shio shook as another vessel 
slammed into it. 

“THE PIRATES FOUND US!" Plato shouted, looking 
out the window, “WE'RE UNDER ATTACK!" 

Everyone ran to their positions, canon-balling the 
pirates and throwing everything they could at them, as 
they got acclimated to my ship, which was fully stocked 
and equipped to fight in battle, despite it’s pretty perky 
pink power presentation. 

The secret stowaway fell out of hiding and bumped 
into Plato. 

“Ay! What are you doin’ here? STOWAWAY! WE GOT 
A STOWAWAY PIRATE ON BOARD!" Plato shouted as the 
pirate boy gasped and ran past him, off our ship and 
back onto the pirate ship. “LL GET YOU LATER, PIRATE!” 
Plato shouted after him. 

Hero locked me in the captain quarters and ran 
out onto the deck, as the war banged on, the pirates 
boarded our ship, and the sword-fighting, knife-throwing, 
and pirate-punching ensued. 

We were outnumbered-- until my ship fought back, 
bubbling about and smacking the pirates off the ship, 
with its sails and floorboards, helping us win the fight. 

The sails, bow, crows nest, floors, steering wheel, 
doors, cannons and everything came to life, mystically 
fighting back, pushing the pirates out, until they were all 
either in the water, or back on their ship. 

Finally, Hero let me out of the captain chambers to 
join the rest of the crew in boisterous celebration of 
survival and victory. 


But then the stowaway pirate ran up to Captain 
Swordfish, over on the pirate ship. 

“Captain-- they have a key and map to a giant 
treasure chest on an island somewhere near here. It’s on 
that girl.” He pointed at me, from across the sea. 

Captain Swordfish looked over to see Hero kissing 
my cheek, and saw the key dangling from the chain lace 
around my neck. 

“Well well. Treasure on a treasure.” He remarked, 
then he looked at the snitch, “Get me that key and mag, 
boy, and you'll be first in line to get me ship when | move 
on. Then you'll be the new captain.” 

Another pirate, named Smitty-- his right hand man- 
- looked up at him abruptly with a surprised, betrayed 
frown. 

The winded boy nodded, enticed, and ran back to 
our rebellious ship, jumping from the pirate ship to the 
pink ship. He snuck up and grabbed me from behind. | 
screamed as Hero and his brothers turned to see him put 
a knife to my throat. 

“Gimme the key and map and no one gets 
damaged." The pirate boy quivered out, a bit nervous to 
be the only pirate left on our ship. 

“HAND!” Hero shouted to me and the pirate boy's 
confusion. 

“FOOT!” Romeo shouted similarly. 

“EAR!” Plato shouted in the exact same way. 

Then suddenly, with great dexterity and perfect 
precision, Hero, Romeo and Plato all threw their knives at 
the pirate boy, in sync with each other. 

Hero's knife landed in the pirate’s hand, which 
made him drop the knife he was holding against my neck. 

Romeo's knife landed in the pirate’s foot. 

And Plato's knife landed in the bottom of the 
pirate’s ear, pinning his earring to the wall right behind 
him. 

It was so fast, | had to scream. 


But it was so precise, | had to swoon. 

Wow. 

These boys were skilled. 

The pirate boy yelped in fear and pain, grabbed 
each knife out of his hand and foot, and threw them both 
back at Hero and Romeo, trying to scar them. 

But the boys merely caught the knives with ease, as 
the pirate boy grabbed the 3rd knife out of his earring, 
and used it to cut my necklace off, yanking the key-map 
to Pirate Island off from around my neck. Then he ran 
limping off our ship and back to the pirate’s ship, holding 
his bleeding hand close to his chest. 

As impressive as my rescue was from The 3 
Beautiful Brothers of knife-throwing excellence, all | could 
think was-- 

“He got The Key of Mysteries-- and Treasure Map to 
Pirate Island." | stared after him in winded disbelief as | 
watched him give both the key and map to his captain, 
from across the sea, on their ship. “If they get there first, 
we're doomed.” | confessed to Hero and his 2 brothers, 
who all ran up to me to ensure | was alright. 

But | wasn't. 

And if we didn't stop these pirates from getting to 
The Land of Lost Treasure on Pirate Island before us-- 

--Neither would anyone else be. 


Chapter Six 


“SO WE HAVE A KEY TO A TREASURE CHEST, | SEE.” 
The pirate, Captain Swordfish, admired the glittering key 
in his hand, as he sat around his round table, drinking 
whiskey with his top men, laughing, “I wonder what be in 
that chest a splendor." 

All of the pirates guffawed in anticipation, as he 
spun the key on the table. 

Suddenly, it soun around super fast and lit up 
bright, shining with a blinding light, until it stopped and 
revealed a bright holographic mag in the air, frightening 
everyone. 

“It's bewitched!” One pirate cried fearfully, “Like dem 
chains doze choir boys broke outta, all at the same time! 
We best not mess with the supernatural powers, boss.” 

“So magic exists within these here seas! Tell me 
somethin’ | don’t already know!" The pirate, Captain 
Swordfish, roared, “It’s not about fearin’ unspoken power 
that ya need to be doin’, boy-o. It’s about havin’ it. Thats 
what I'LL want to be doin’. ‘N accordin’ to this mag, we'll 
be at our destination in 3 days’ time. I'll be lookin’ forward 
to collectin’ me treasure then-- magic supernatural 
powers-- or not.’ 


“We have to get it back!" | implored to Hero, Plato 
and Romeo, in my mystical ship's captain chambers, “If 
they get there first and use that key, they'll ruin 
everything and we'll all be trapped on the island forever-- 
till we die.” 

“Yes | know, Princess. You've told me repeatedly 
now--" Hero tried to console me, “We're going to get it all 
back. But first we need to regroup. My crew-- our men-- 
theyre not pirates. Or even soldiers, most of them. 
They're domestic family men and boys who just wish to be 


sailors. They're not equipped to battle pirates. We've only 
been blessed by The Divine to have made it this far. | 
can't in good conscience send my crew back into the fire, 
just after they barely made it out and, by fate’s luck, 
survived the last. They need training and weapons. Or at 
least a plan. I'm not going to lose any of you by carelessly, 
recklessly jumping into madness that’s far beyond our 
field of expertise.” 

“But Hero--" | started. 

“We can't.” He told me. 

“Hero--" | started again. 

“We won't” He told me. 

“Hero--" | tried again. 

“NO, Princess.” He said with conviction now, “We 
have to have a rock solid plan before we challenge the 
pirates again. Now, we'll follow them from a distance while 
we figure it out. I’m sorry, love. But this is the wisest 
course of action to take in order to get your key back, 
save you, and keep everyone alive.’ 

| sighed and nodded secludedly. | knew he was 
right, but | still felt desperate to get my key and map 
back. So, unable to hide my upset, | grabbed my dress 
and stormed out of the room, passing by confused 
crewman on my deck outside, until | found my own secret 
little nook of space, where | could look out onto the water, 
without being bothered-- or seen-- by anyone. 

Back inside the captain chambers, Romeo and 
Plato looked at Hero. 

“She looks... really upset.” Plato gave Hero a funny 
look. 

“| know. l'll go handle her. Meanwhile, | need you 2 to 
helo me flesh out a solid plan to overtake the pirates 
before they reach the island, so we get that key and map 
back in time.” Hero pointed to the glittery pink and silver 
map on my desk, “This is where we're going. At this speed, 
we'll get there in 3 days’ time.” He narrowed his eyes at 
Romeo, “Do you think we can take them again? And make 


it there in time to save her?” 

“Of course we can!" Plato grinned. 

But Hero's eyes never looked away from Romeo's. 

Clearly, he wanted a realist’s perspective. 

He trusted Romeo's sense of reality, even if it 
annoyed him at times. 

Romeo glanced at Plato, then the mag, then back at 
Hero, and he sighed with a solemn nod, “Yes. | think it’s 
possible we can take them." He said softly. 

“How likely?” Hero asked with fierce concern in his 
voice and eyes. 

“Oh come on." Plato huffed, “You know how overly 
pessimistic Romeo is. He's not the one to ask that 
question.” 

“Yes, and we all know how overly optimistic YOU are, 
Plato.” Romeo quipped back, “Hero just wants a worse 
case scenario, so we can properly prepare ourselves.” 
Romeo looked at Hero, “Under anyone else's leadership, 
I'd be skeptical. But under yours, Hero? l'm certain we'll 
come out on top." 

Hero beamed a big bright smile and patted the 
side of Romeo's arm in brotherly fashion, nodded at him 
and Plato confidently, and then stepped out of the room. 

Plato looked reluctantly at Romeo, “You're not 
certain we'll come out on top. You're never certain we'll 
come out on top.” He challenged Romeo. 

“It doesn’t matter what I’m certain of, Plato.” Romeo 
retorted, “That’s not what Hero needs to hear right now. 
Hero needs to hear that we have a shot, and that we can 
make it. Because when he’s convinced, he’s confident, and 
when he’s confident, he’s undefeatable. Kill that 
confidence and we kill all our chances. Do you really 
wanna kill our chances by telling him that at least half 
our crew might die, trying to fight life-long pirates, to get 
back a magical key and map to a mystical island of 
treasure that we have no evidence even exists? Or do you 
wanna just sit on your hands, do nothin’ and guarantee a 


gloomy fate for us all, when the pirates circle back for us, 
once they do or don't reach the island-- possibly with 
reinforcements-- to finish off with us where they started?” 

Plato gulped sadly at the thought of it, “Guess we 
better not kill his confidence.” 

“Guess not.” Romeo nodded affirmatively, relieved 
that Plato agreed. 

Outside the room, Hero searched the deck, looking 
for me. His crewmates-- and now our crewmates-- pointed 
at where they'd last seen me standing-- hiding, really. 

| was sitting and sobbing, on the deck, looking out 
at sea. 

Hero turned a corner and spotted me. Then he sat 
down beside me and took my hand warmly. 

“It'll be OK, Princess. We'll get back what was taken.” 
He said so gently to me. His masculine warmth and 
protective strength soothed me beyond words, as he 
rubbed my soft, slight hand, with his bigger, rougher one. 

“It's not just the key or map." | cried, “It’s everything. | 
had everything. And | lost it-- | lost it all-- out of 
ignorance, naivete, and childish blindness. | couldn't see 
all the wicked witches and villains who'd infiltrated my 
kingdom and taken over our world. | was too busy with my 
psych studies, my artistic ambitions, my humanitarian 
efforts, and trying to be a good little socialite princess for 
my kingdom... and | lost it all... because-- | didn't see the 
darkness that was coming-- that had taken root all 
around me." 

| scoffed in disgust at my own foolishness, shaking 
my head in sour lament, “So I-- the “visionary’-- lost it all-- 
everything-- because | couldn't see what was right in front 
of me. And then | get the chance-- the one opportunity-- 
to make it all right again-- to save all the good princesses 
who were cursed by evil queens and henchmen-- and-- | 
fail-- again-- because | couldn't even see A PIRATE 
STOWAWAY coming. I’m just--" | cried with a funny little 


squeok, “I’m just-- a tremendous failure.’ | sobbed into my 
hands. 

“Oh no, no, no you're not. Shh, come here.” He pulled 
me into him with a warm embrace, resting my head 
against his strong, hard chest, as he held the side of my 
face softly, and gently rubbed my arm, “You were chosen 
to save your fellow princesses by doing the same 
tiresome task day in and day out, for countless moons, 
until you finally found who you were looking for, and 
achieved your mission. That’s a success, in my book." 

| sniffed back tears, “But then | lost the key. And the 
map. And--" | started. 

“We'll get it all back. We'll get it all back.” He assured 
me, hugging me tight-- and | loved his hugs, “Just relax. 
Be a princess for a bit. And let me be your prince, OK? If 
I'm to be your Knight-In-Shining-Armor-- then let me be 
just that, and let me rescue you from your plight now, as 
you have rescued me from mine. We can rescue each 
other. And free each other. In different ways. You rescued 
me from the persecution of common thieves-- and now I'll 
rescue you from the execution of a magical curse.” He 
chuckled warmly and bravely, “Do we have an accord, my 
pretty, sweet lady?” 

He held his hand out for me with a charming sweet 
smile. 

| smiled back lovingly and | firmly shook his hand. 

“We do." | wiped a tear from my eye. 

“Brilliant.” He smiled more wistfully now, as he gazed 
upon my face, and | giggled slightly at his chipper 
optimism. 

Then he pulled my chin in towards his, and he 
gently laid the sweetest kiss upon my lips. 

So soft. 

So slow. 

So sensual. 

Something came alive inside of me whenever he 
kissed me. 


Like a sleeping dragon awakened-- 

--Or perhaps it was a winged unicorn. 

--But something that could fly woke up within me 
and took flight-- as soon as we kissed. 

--And | could sense that he felt it too. 

Because it wasn't just a “good kiss’. 

It was a “Soulmate’s Kiss’. 

The Romantic Kiss of Love's Destiny. 

Then suddenly, our slow, sweet tenderness turned 
into desperate, wanting passion, as our kiss grew 
hungrier and needier, with starving impatience. 

He cupped my neck and face and pulled me into 
him by the waist, as | held his face and neck, and my 
other hand slid onto his glistening, muscular chest, which 
peaked out from the crevice of his white sailor shirt. 

He was everything | had waited for. 

Everything | had searched for. 

Everything | had longed for. 

| could not resist him in the same way that | could 
resist the others. 

And | had a feeling he could say the same for me. 

Finally, he started kissing my cheek. 

Then | felt his lips massage my neck. 

| gasped and cooed in sudden, new ecstasy, as he 
kissed me so softly and passionately, and held onto me 
with the masculine touch of his rough palms and strong 
arms. 

His lios started to wander down towards my chest 
when-- 

“HERO!” Plato called out from a distance, looking for 
him. 

Hero and | both gasped and quickly sat up straight, 
fixing ourselves to look entirely proper again. My sleeve 
was ruffled and he unruffled it for me, putting it back the 
way it looked before. 

| didn't say it, but | appreciated his protectiveness 
over my image, in the minds of his mates and brothers, 


and this respect for me only made me respect him more. 

Also, the secretness of our exclusive passion also 
felt like it bonded us together more somehow. 

And | liked that. 

Hero looked up as Plato turned the corner and saw 
US. 

“Oh-- There you are.” Plato smiled and nodded 
cordially at me. 

| nodded back and he sat beside Hero, handing 
him a piece of parchment. 

“These are some ideas Romeo and | thought up. But 
something's missing. We need your perspective to fill in 
the gaps and make it work.” Plato shrugged. 

Hero took the parchment from Plato and read it, 
nodding, “This is good, Plato-- This is GREAT. And | know 
exactly how to get this to work.” 

“How?” Plato raised a curious eyebrow. 

“Princess-- You said there are supernatural 
monsters within these here seas, to guard the island, 
correct?” Hero asked me. 

“Yes” | nodded with a quizzically furrowed brow. 

“How soon will we run into them? And just what type 
of monsters will we be facing?” Hero asked. 

“Um, well, they start about 2 days before you reach 
the island-- and there are many kinds.” | shrugged, “But 
they shouldn't be trifled with.” | cautioned him. 

He looked at me and smiled, “My dear-- | think 
they're exactly what we should be trifling with.” 


Chapter Seven 


“THERE ARE 5 MONSTERS GUARDING PIRATE 
ISLAND,” | explained to Hero's crew, as Hero, Plato and 
Romeo stood with me, “On the NORTH side of the island is 
a red, fire-breathing Sea Dragon that can turn anything-- 
and anyone-- into ash.” 

Hero pointed to Plato’s sketch of a dragon on the 
wall. 

| continued, “On the SOUTH side of the island is a 
purple, water-gushing Whirlpool Shark that can suck 
anything into the swirling bottomless ocean, and turn you 
into nothing more than a mere splash.” 

Hero pointed to Plato's sketch of a giant title wave. 

| continued, “On the EAST side of the island is a 
green, earth-quaking Rock Monster that can bury 
anything in quicksand-- and turn you into stone.” 

Hero pointed to Plato’s sketch of a giant monster 
man made of boulders. 

| continued, “On the WEST side of the island is a 
blue, air-twisting Ice Giant that can freeze anything into 
ice-- and turn you into snowflakes.” 

Hero pointed to Plato’s sketch of a mega cyclone 
man. 

| finished, “And then at the center of the island, and 
in various other pockets of the jungle, there’s a black and 
white, mega seace-contorting Meteor Man, who can 
divide you, merge you with anything and anyone, and 
torpedo you into a black hole that no one knows the end 
to.” 

Hero pointed to Plato's sketch of what looked like a 
giant shooting star with arms and legs. 

Everyone glanced at Plato. 

Plato shrugged, holding his sketch ink pen, “Yeah, | 
couldn't quite picture what that one looked like, sooooo0-- 


yeah.” 

“Thank you Plato for your brilliant sketch work.” | 
smiled at him. 

Plato nodded with a proud smile of youthful relief. 

| could tell everyone was scared, as they gawked at 
Plato’s sketches on the wall in horrified disbelief. 

So | added, “Luckily, the island is 44 miles round, 
and only 1 monster guards every 11 miles, save for the oth 
one, which guards the whole island from the center of the 
island. So we'll only have to face 1 monster on sea, and 1 
on land. At least for now." | said. 

“For now?" One of the men said incredulously. 

“Well--" | cleared my throat, “There may be reasons 
to come back to the island in the future, and in such 
case, we'd have to eventually fight the rest of the 
monsters there that | just mentioned,” | shrugged, “But til 
then-- we probably only have to fight 1 monster at sea, 
and then-- the Meteor Monster on land.” 

Everyone exchanged wary looks with each other. 

Then one crewman spoke up. 

“Hero--" He said with sad tiredness, “I've got a wife 
and 3 kids back home. | didn't sign up for all this. | barely 
survived the last fight.” He lifted up his arm a bit, to 
spotlight the cloth sling it was resting in, “I don’t even 
think I'll survive another pirate battle, let alone a war with 
supernatural sea monsters.” 

More men started agreeing with him. 

Hero nodded, “I hear you, man. You've fought 
valiantly. You're all amazing, and | understand if you 
choose to respectfully bow out. But this is our only option 
if we want to both survive and do the right thing. We have 
to go to the island, defeat the pirates, get the key and 
map back, and hope the monsters fall in line with our 
plan. Because if we don't try, the pirates are gonna come 
back for us, Princess and her friends will die-- and even if 
we survive another pirate ambush-- will any of us be able 
to live with ourselves if we let these cursed innocent souls 


die? | mean-- is that really how we want to exemplify God 
in the eyes of others? Is that how we visibly reflect the 
light of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ? By running 
from a fight and letting innocents die?” Hero looked at 
them all. 

They all exchanged looks, then sort of shrugged. 

“We'll follow you to the ends of the earth, Hero.” One 
crewman said. 

“Yeah. And hopefully we'll make it back.” Another 
laughed. 

“Are we prepared?” A 3rd one asked sensibly. 

“Almost.” Hero nodded, “We just need ONE thing.” 
He grinned curiously. 


“You want me to WHAT?” The haggard man 
staggered backwards as he slurred his words. 

“We need you to pretend you're a pirate.” Hero told 
him. 

“But I’m not.” The man murmured with a hard 
hiccup, as he took a drink from his flask, “Why on EARTH 
would anyone EVER believe | WAS?" 

“Your drunkenness.” Hero shrugged. 

“Your slovenly attire.” Romeo shrugged. 

“Your stench.” Plato scrunched up his face at him, 
waving the air in front of his nose away. 

“So I've had a rough go of it, what with my wife 
runnin’ out on me ‘n all. Don’t judge me.” The man 
hiccupped again. 

“She ran out on you 10 years ago.” Hero reminded 
him with a curious eyebrow. 

“And you were an awful drunk for 10 years before 
that.” Plato added. 

“Oh whatever.” The man waved them away 
dismissively, “I'm here for the Lord, aint I? At should count 
fer sumpin’.” 

Hero folded his arms, “I think we're all aware that 
the main reason you joined this mission was to escape 


gambling debts and the brutes you owe incredible wealth 
to, Brutus. And we took pity on your plight and gave you 
refuge on our ship. But if your heart is truly in it, to serve 
the Lord on some level, then you can serve Him by 
helping your fellow man-- and-- womb...man. Are we in 
accord?” 

The man sighed with palpable irritation, “Fine.” 


So we ripped up and altered Brutus’s clothes to 
look a bit less proper, and | helped out with my pirate’s 
eye. 

After all, I'd seen so many pirates already, | knew 
exactly what pattern to make poor old Brutus fit. 

But while we were all trying to make Brutus look 
more like a pirate, Hero pulled me to the side. 

“Princess-- My dear-- | must apologize if | was a bit 
too forward with you earlier. l-- | dunno what came over 
me. I've never been quite that forward before. I'm much 
more reserved and respectful than that. Ordinarily. | just- 


“Its alright.” | chuckled, “Me as well. I'd never allow 
such forwardness from a stranger. But then, we aren't 
exactly strangers now, are we? According to my fairy 
godmother, we're soulmates, and it’s hard for soulmates 
to resist each other. | mean, sure, we can be seduced. But 
in general, we can resist anyone but each other. | do 
appreciate your strength and leadership, to take 
responsibility for your actions. However, you don't need 
to take responsibility for mine as well.” 

“Oh.” He breathed a sigh of relief, “Well that makes 
me feel much better. | don’t want you thinking me a 
scoundrel, or worse-- a bad Christian.” 

| smiled at his warmth and innocent honesty, “Aww, 
and who, but a child or a newborn, is anything but a ‘bad 
Christian’?’ | chortled. 

He thought about it and raised his eyebrows, “You 
have me there.” He nodded. 


“Done. He's all done and ready to sneak aboard 
their ship.” Romeo informed us. 

We turned to look at Brutus, “Wow.” We both said at 
the same time. 

He really did look like a pirate now, right down to 
his shabby shoes. 

“Good gracious, Brutus. You keep this up and they 
might even make you Captain over there on that pirate 
ship.” Hero laughed, clapping, “Bravo, Romeo! Great work!" 

Romeo shook his head at him, “Don’t give him any 
ideas. He's already made hints about living such a life, to 
break away from his gambling debts.” 

“Aww, Brutus. Say it aint so, my good friend.” But 
Hero didn't sound the slightest bit broken up about it. 

If anything, he almost sounded amused. 

And relieved. 

Brutus shrugged, “I aint sayins I'd do it.” He 
hiccupped, “But | aint sayins | wouldn't do it knee-vah." He 
hiccupped again. 

“Well Brutus, | hope you don't become a pirate, but 
if ever you do, just promise not to rape or murder 
anyone, or pillage any of our friends and family, and | 
promise not to go looking for you and browbeat you into 
proper salvation. Except by accident, when we cross 
paths without intention.” 

Brutus looked up at him like this was the best, most 
endearing gift that Hero could ever offer him, as he 
gasped, with a hand to his heart, “Oh, Captain Hero-- You 
would do that for me? Ya really mean it?” 

“With all of my exhausted heart and soul, Brutus.” 
Hero nodded with a funny smile at him. 

Clearly, these 2 had ideological history. 

A fierce battle of the wills, no doubt. 

Or personalities. 

The Eternal Converter vs The Eternal Slacker. 

A Change-Maker vs A Stay-The-Samer. 

“Why, it would be my honor never to rape or 


murder anyone. Except to murder rapists, cause, well, 
that’s jus doin’ the right thing, that is, itn’t it?” Brutus 
nodded sincerely. 

“Yeah, somethin’ like that.” Hero chuckled. 

“Aright, we're good to go.” Plato stepped over to us, 
now holding a paddle for a boat, “We're in line to sneak 
him on board now, and no one should notice now that it’s 
night fall and Princess's ship can become invisible. Not 
sure how we'll get Brutus off the ship, but--" 

“Ahp-- Ahp! Never you mind about all that. Just as 
long as they don't kill me, I’m alright.” Brutus assured him. 

Plato gave him a funny look, “That’s exactly what | 
mind about, Brutus. You could DIE.” 

“We'll do everything we can to get you back before 
they notice you.” Hero confirmed. 

“Yeah, we have to.” Plato smirked, “Cause you're the 
only one who'll have the key and mao.” 

Romeo smacked his arm, “And also cause he’s our 
friend and we care whether or not he lives or dies.” 

“Oh yeah. And that." Plato nodded. 

“Be safe and follow all our instructions and you 
should be fine, Brutus.” Hero nodded, “You'll blend right 
in.” 

“Right then. Off | go. To be a hero. Like you young 
lads! Wish me luck!” Brutus got on the emergency boat. 

“Good luck!" We all chimed in together, and we 
watched him paddle his way on over to the ominous 
pirate’s ship. 


Chapter Eight 


BRUTUS QUIETLY PADDLED UP TO THE PIRATE 
SHIP, grabbed hold of a ledge, and roughly scaled the 
side of the ship, until he reached the too. 

Two pirates walked past him, laughing and smoking 
their pipes. But they didn't notice him. 

Quickly, he climbed aboard, slipped onto the deck, 
and hid from view as soon as 1 of the pirates turned 
around to look behind himself. 

Seeing nothing, the man turned back and resumed 
telling a dirty joke to his fellow pirate. 

Brutus snuck about the ship with relative ease, 
blending in not only with the pirates-- but with the dingy, 
dank ship itself. 

When 2 pirates actually did see him, he was in the 
middle of taking a swig from his flask. 

He stopped mid-sip, as they stared at him. 

Stunned, he just hesitantly offered his flask up for 
them to take a sip. 

“Mmm?” He asked if they wanted some. 

They shook their heads no and resumed walking. 

“You know that guy?” The short pirate asked the tall 
pirate. 

“Nah, don't recall him.” The tall pirate said, “Maybe 1 
of Horace’s boys.” 

“He's friendly.” The short one said. 

“Quite.” The tall one said. 

They walked on as Brutus took another nip of his 
drink. Then he turned around and found the captain's 
quarters. He peeked through the dirty, foggy window, and 
saw the captain napping in his chair, beside a glowing 
lantern. 

Brutus looked all over, scanning the room for the 
key, but he couldn't see it-- until he looked a little closer 


at the captain and saw something glittering around his 
neck. 

“There you are.” He realized, “Come to papa, little 
key." He started to open the captain's door, with his hand 
just barely on the knob, when he hearo-- 

“Oy! You there!” 

Brutus froze and turned around with his sleepily 
stunned eyes. 

“Friendly Flask!" The tall pirate said to Brutus, just 
as Brutus realized that he and his friend were the same 2 
pirates who he offered a swig of his drink to, “The boys all 
have a card game wager going, down below! Winner gets 
more treasure. Loser gets more rum. What say you? You 
in?” 

Brutus’s face lit up like a Christmas tree, “I don’t 
think anyone's a loser in that game! Count me in!" He 
grinned as he stepped over to the 2 men and pat their 
upper backs jovially, walking with them down below deck, 
to join them for a pirate’s drinking game card party. 

Meanwhile, the key glowed mystically brighter 
around the sleeping captain's neck... 


“What's taking him so long?” Plato asked impatiently 
as he, Romeo, Hero and |l, along with most of the crew, all 
waited on baited breath to see some sign of Brutus and 
the key, while quietly riding alongside the pirate ship, in 
complete invisibility. 

“Give him a chance, Plato. Be patient.” Hero said, “He 
can't just run in and run out. First he has to locate the 
key, which is probably on the captain. Then he has to get 
the key, without getting killed by or for the captain-- and 
he has to be careful the entire time. It’s a sensitive 
operation. But | believe in Brutus. | think he'll make it. He 
seems cut out for this type of thing. In fact-- | bet he'll do 
great. So long as he doesn't get distracted by anything...” 

Plato eyed him curiously, “Like what?” 


“Lean top that!” Brutus slammed his winning card 
down on the table, “Read it and weep, buddy boy! I’m on 
fire tonight!” 

“YEEEAAAHHH" Everybody roared festively as he 
grinned and laughed with them. 

But Smitty-- Brutus’s opponent-- looked steaming 
mad, as Brutus collected his treasure and took a swig 
from his rum bottle. 

The man smacked the table and swept all the cards 
on it to the floor, “YOU CHEATED!" He charged, “I NEVER 
lose this game!” He grabbed Brutus’s shirt by his neck. 

“Hey now, there's a Ist time for everything and ya 
aint got to impugn me honor now.” Brutus pleaded. 

“Oh l'll impugn more an that!” The pirate raised his 
fist to hit Brutus, who cringed, when all of the sudden-- 

“What be goin’ on within these here walls?” The 
captain's voice drew frozen silence from the rowdy crowd. 

“Smitty here got mad that Brutus beat him ata 
game acards, sir.” The skinny, lanky, tall pirate said, “They 
was just about to have an amusin’ fisticuffs.” He chuckled 
with his laughing pirate peers. 

The captain stepped over to Brutus and stared 
down at him, “And did none a ya fools dare wonder just 
why we alla the sudden found us a brand new mate 
aboard me ship that not 1 of ya has ever laid eyes on 
before?” 

“He was friendly, cap.” The short pirate said, 
“Offered up his flask." 

“Yeah. Plus he’s good at cards and hellishly funny.” 
The tall one added. 

“Oh-ho-ho.” The captain laughed a bit sarcastically, 
“He's friendly and funny and good at cards. Well, that 
erases all reason to ask questions.” 

“Questions like what, sir?” The tall one asked 
sincerely. 

“Oh | dunno." The captain said as Brutus gulped 
fearfully, “Like where'd he come from? The sky?” He then 


glared into Brutus’s eyes, “How long ya been stowin’ away 
on me ship here, ‘Brutus’? And how much a me treasure 
ya been stealin’ along the way? Cause someone's been 
nippin’ away at me treasure here-- Treasure | got from Sir 
Thomas of The Atlantic Seas himself." 

“Thomas of The Atlantic?” Brutus realized to himself. 

“And I'm guessin’ that nipper beez YOU." The 
captain growled. 

“Uh...” Just then, Brutus saw the mystical key 
dangling from the captain's neck. He thought about it 
and pointed at Smitty, “He let me on board at the last 
dock, to steal all your treasure.” 

Everyone looked at Smitty in shock. 

“Smitty?” The captain questioned him in a truly 
stunned and involuntarily wounded tone, “Say it aint so." 

Smitty quickly let go of Brutus, “He’s lyin’, sir. I'd 
never double cross you like that. You know me. For 
decades, cap. lm loyal. And | may be a bit crazy, but | aint 
stupid.” 

“Lock him up in the brigg.” The captain said in cold 
anger, as Brutus felt his new choke-free neck in relief, and 
other pirates restrained Smitty, “And as for you--" 

“Don’t you wanna know who else was in on it?” 
Brutus shrugged. 

The captain thought about it, “Why yes. Yes | do 
‘want to know.” 

Brutus jumped up and pointed to an empty corner, 
“That guy set me up! HE did it!” 

Everyone looked to see who stood in the empty 
corner, just as Brutus grabbed the key and chain from 
around the captain's neck, yanked it off of him, and ran 
behind him, to the steps, grabbing a fresh bottle of rum 
along the way. 

“Well what are ya all standin’ there for?? GET HIM!!” 
The captain shouted at his men. 

Brutus ran up to the deck and over to the ledge, 
shouting at the ocean as he waved the key in the air, “l 


GOT IT! | GOT IT!" 

Suddenly, my big pink ship revealed itself on the 
opposite side of the ship. 

Hero shouted, “Brutus! WE’RE ON THIS SIDE! OVER 
HERE!" 

Brutus turned around, “Oh!” He started to run 
toward us, but then the captain and all his men poured 
out of the below deck, searching for him. 

Smitty saw my ship and yelled, “LOOK! It’s the 
magical ghost girl and those choir boys! That's who sent 
Brutus! Not me!” 

“GET THE KEY! The captain shouted in new 
realization. 

They all sootted Brutus and chased him. 

Brutus’s eyes widened in terror as he ran away from 
them, running in circles around the ship. 

“HURRY UP AND CLIMB ABOARD!" Romeo shouted as 
Brutus ran by. 

“OR JUST GIVE US THE KEY!" Plato shouted after. 

Romeo shot Plato a look of reprimanding 
repugnance. 

“What?” Plato shrugged. 

Finally, Hero grabbed a dangling rope from 1 of my 
sails and threw it, “BRUTUS! CATCH!" 

Brutus caught the rope, jumped onto it, and swung 
around, from the pirate ship, across the ocean, and back 
onto our ship. 

As soon as he made it back, my ship went invisible 
again. 

One of the pirates-- the same pirate boy who 
originally nicked my key off of me-- tried to jump from the 
pirate ship to my ship, but he was unable to see it, and 
fell into the ocean. 

“Now what, Captain?" Smitty asked. 

“Now we follow me secret copy of that map to The 
Land of Lost Treasure.” He held up his own sketch copy of 
the map and grinned darkly. 


Chapter Nine 


“CAPTAIN! CAPTAIN!" The fallen pirate boy choked 
out, struggling to keep his head above water, as sea 
water splashed into his mouth. 

But the pirate, Captain Swordfish, who had 
promised him his ship one day never even looked back at 
the young pirate, and the pirate boy suddenly realized 
his fate was death, as the dark pirate ship floated away. 

Back on my ship... 

“You alright?” Hero asked Brutus with a hand on his 
back. 

Brutus grinned like a birthday boy who just got the 
greatest gift ever, “I think | just mighta been made for 
this.” He beamed, still holding onto his card party rum 
bottle. 

“You got the key?” Plato asked. 

Brutus pulled it out and handed it to him, as Romeo 
patted Brutus’s shoulder proudly. 

| rushed Brutus with a big, giant bear hug and 
squeeze, excitedly, “OH THANK YOU, BRUTUS!” 

He hugged me back, grinning goofily, “Oh, me 
pleasure, sweetheart.” 

| didn't notice, but his hand started to wander 
downward. 

Hero quickly blocked his hand with his knife and 
gave Brutus a stern look. 

Brutus laughed nervously, removing his hand, “Just 
reciprocatin’ the love, heheh. No worries, cappin, sir. Yer 
the boss." 

Hero grumbled a gruff growl at Brutus as | let go of 
him and looked over to where | heard splashing in the 
ocean. 

| rose up, grabbed my dress and wandered over to 
the edge of the ship. There, | saw the pirate boy who took 


my key to begin with-- The pirate stowaway-- drowning in 
the water. | looked back at the pirate ship that had 
passed us and realized they had left him behind. 

| thought about it. 

Then | kicked myself for having to think about it, 
and | shouted, “MAN OVERBOARD!" 

Hero, Plato, Romeo, Brutus, and a few others, 
rushed over to me in upset. Then they realized the boy 
wasn't one of ours. 

“Oh-- It’s a pirate. Leave him.” Romeo cut his eyes at 
the drowning boy. 

“We can't just let him die." | said. 

“He might try to kill us.” Plato sounded torn between 
saving him and leaving him. 

“He might be savable.” Hero said, “And even if he’s 
not, Princess is right. We can't just let him die, if he 
chooses not to be a threat to us. He needs help. He's 
alone. What harm could he do?” 

Romeo and Plato eyed Hero with incredulous 
curiosity. 

“Let’s give him a chance." Hero shrugged at them. 

Suddenly, my ship became visible again, and Hero 
and his brothers let down a rope latter for the boy to 
climb. 

“GRAB THE LATTER! WE’LL LET YOU UP!" Hero 
shouted to the boy. 

The boy quickly grabbed the rope and climbed up, 
just as 3 sharks started to circle around the drops of 
blood that dripped from his cloth, which was tied around 
his hand and foot, where Hero and Romeo's knives had 
made contact. 

“Tie him up as soon as he reaches us.” Hero 
instructed his brothers, who nodded. 

As soon as the boy got to the deck, Romeo and 
Plato tied him up. 

Grateful to be alive, the boy didn't fight back. 

“What’s your name, pirate?" Hero asked. 


“Sanchez.” The boy coughed out water, “Jesus 
Sanchez.” 

“Well Jesus--", Hero nodded at me, “You'll want to 
thank Miss Princess here for compelling us all to save 
your life. If it were up to me and my men, we'd let you 
drown." 

| wondered why Hero told Jesus this, when we both 
knew it wasn't true... 

Or was it? 

| thought about it. 

“Thank you, miss.” Jesus nodded at me, “And I’m 
sorry for earlier-- with the key.” 

| nodded back at him cordially. 

“Now--" Hero continued, “If we keep you alive and 
give you room and board, will you still remain loyal to the 
pirates who abandoned you and left you for dead? Or will 
you become loyal to US-- the missionaries who saved 
your life?” 

“You, sir!” Jesus, who looked to be maybe just 15 at 
closer sight, shivered as he spoke in his drenched attire, 
“I'm loyal to whoever’s loyal to me.” 

“Good.” Hero nodded at him, able to relate to that, 
“Brutus, Lason, Sushil, get him some fresh bandages, food 
and water, with some warm, dry clothes, and a cot to 
sleep on." 

The guys all nodded back at him as Brutus looked 
at Jesus. 

“Ya best be appreciatin’ his generosity, boy-o. 
Cause MY shiomates are givin’ ya a COURTESY that 
YOUR shiomates were NOT about to give ME.” 

“Thank you, sir-- | mean, Captain Sir.” Jesus nodded 
at Hero, as the guys pushed him forward. 

Just then, Brutus grabbed Hero's arm, “Hero-- | 
must tell ya-- When | was in there, with the pirates, before 
| stole the key back, the captain said somethin’ about 
havin’ had robbed a man.” 

Romeo stopped laughing with Plato to look up at 


Brutus curiously and listen in. 

Hero raised a funny eyebrow at Brutus, “And this is 
fascinating news because?” 

“Because--" Brutus narrowed his eyes at Hero, “that 
man’s name was-- Thomas of The Atlantic.” Brutus 
finished, drawing a stunned look of suddenly concerned 
and hungry shock on Hero's face, “Thought you oughta 
know.” He said simply, and walked on with Jesus and the 
guys. 

Hero’s mouth fell slack as his jaw slowly hit the 
deck, and he looked forward with focused eyes, pulling 
out his golden compass and rereading the engraving: 

“To The Love of My Life-- Words cannot express 
how much | love you-- Love, your 1 and only-- Thomas of 
The Atlantic’, it read. 

“Hero--" Romeo started tentatively-- but Hero didn't 
answer. “Hero--" Romeo said with more visceral worry 
now-- but Hero just looked down and away in intense 
thought. “HERO--" Romeo said warningly. 

“We have to change the plan--" Hero started. 

“NO, HERO! NO NO NO!" Romeo cut him off 
knowingly, “We can't go looking for him-- We are NOT 
risking everyone's life for some Daddy-chasing pipe 
dream--" 

“ITS NOT A DREAM! HE'S REAL!" Hero flashed his 
golden compass in Romeo's face as Plato's original grin 
faded into a confused frown-- as if he was trying to 
grasp-- or wonder-- what was going on in relation to their 
Father. 

“ROMEO-- We can't let the monster eat the only 
person who might know where our Father is!” Hero 
pleaded. 

“HERO-- We can't get innocent men-- and now 
women--” He gestured to me, “KILLED, running after a 
GUILTY man, who loved us so little that he cheated on our 
Mothers and abandoned us as soon as they took ill. 
That's BEYOND unreasonable, Hero. THAT'S INSANE.” 


“Gimme the key.” Hero put his hand out to Plato, 
who still held onto it. 

Romeo snatched it from Plato’s hand. 

“Hey!” Plato protested, “You coulda just ASKED.” 

Romeo huffed in annoyance at him, “Plato, we all 
know whose side you take whenever there’s an argument- 
- and it’s almost NEVER mine.” 

“| like Hero’s choices.” Plato shrugged. 

“YOU like the daredevil EXCITEMENT in Hero's 
choices.” Romeo put my chained key around his neck and 
stared at Hero, “If you expect me to let you hold onto this 
key, while chasing after a pirate, in monster-infested seas, 
in order to chase after the GHOST of a Father who 
NEVER wanted you-- or me-- or Plato-- and risk getting us 
all KILLED-- all without me putting up a fierce fight-- 
you're DAFT.” 

“Romeo-- gimme the key.” 

“Hero-- stop asking for the key.” 

‘Im not asking.” 

‘Im not giving.’ 

“Romeo-- don’t make me hit you." 


“Hit me.” 

“Jus gimme the key--” 
“Never.” 

“Romeo-- GIVE IT!" 
“NO.” 


The boys started chasing each other in a circle. 

Romeo shook his head in awe at Hero, “I don’t 
understand it, brother. You're such a wise, level-headed 
knight, until our Father is involved. Then all of the 
sudden, you lose your adventure-lovin’ mind.” 

“Just give me the key--" 

“--But | won't fan the flames of your foolish fury.” 

“GIMME THE KEY, ROMEO!" Hero grabbed the key 
and yanked it hard from Romeo's neck. 

But Romeo headbutted Hero, who cringed in pain. 

Then, a rather shocked and furious Hero punched 


Romeo in the face. 

Romeo cringed in pain, then punched Hero hard in 
the gut, and tackled him to the ground. 

They fought rather hard like this, for a bit, as | 
gasped in surreal disbelief at how fast they could end up 
in a heated brawl. 

“STOP IT! STOP IT! BOTH OF YOU! STOP!" | 
screamed in helpless fear, but they wouldn't stop. 

They couldn't stop. 

It got bloody. 

And none of my screams could stoog it... 


Chapter Ten 


“ITS NO USE." Plato shrugged, “They always get like 
this over Dad.” 

“Why?” | asked nervously, as we watched the boys 
fight. 

Plato shrugged again, “We have issues. Like-- 
PARENTAL issues.” He said rather simply. 

| stared at him a beat. 

He looked at me and nodded knowingly, “Orphan 
Drama." 

As if that explained it. 

| looked back at the brawl and realized, with mixed 
feelings, that neither Hero nor Romeo would win this fight. 

Not just figuratively, but literally. 

They were both excellent fighters, and even though 
Hero was a better fighter, there were still certain moves 
that he started to use-- but then restrained himself from 
using-- because at the end of the day-- 

Romeo was still his brother. 

Finally, Hero yanked the key necklace off of Romeo 
and the key fell to the ground, flying over to me and 
stopping at my feet. 

| picked it up, as Hero chased after it, and | quickly 
buried it inside my cleavage, hiding it from view. 

Hero, who leapt off of Romeo, was suddenly 
hovering over me, glancing anxiously at my chest. 

“Hey sweetheart. | need that key, if | may have it 
please, for... the... map... and... plan... and so forth." He 
cleared his throat nervously. 

“And to swing it back and forth in front of that 
pirate, Captain Swordfish’s face, like a carrot to a rabbit, 
in order to get him to give you more information on your 
Father?" | guessed out loud. 

Hero gulped, blushing. 


Apparently | hit a nerve. 

A nerve called truth. 

“| won't actually give it to him.” He explained, “No 
worries.” 

“| think I'll hold onto it for safekeeping just this 
instance.” | said, “It is mine, after all.” 

He nodded, thoughts racing, “Right, right. But you, 
did say yourself, to me, how you lost it so easily, and how 
bad that made you feel. So you don't want to lose it again 
now, do you?” 

“Hero.” Romeo reprimanded his manipulative turn 
with apparent surprise and a furrowed brow. 

But Hero ignored him, and just stared at me, with an 
extreme look in his eyes. 

A desperation I'd never seen before. 

And it scared me. 

“Don't ever use what | confide in you against me." | 
frowned at him, “Or in addition to losing my trust-- you 
will also lose ME.” 

He looked at me, realizing he made a foul move, 
and he quickly conceded with an apologetic nod, “I’m 
sorry. I’m sorry. You're right, sweetheart. Do forgive me.” 

He hugged me warmly-- and it disarmed me. 

He knew it would disarm me. 

| was then even more disarmed by what he did next. 

He ambushed me... 

with kisses. 

First he kissed my neck, and | gasped again, 
surprised. 

Then he kissed my cheek and lips. 

His brothers looked on, both impressed, surprised, 
and inspired, by their big brother's smooth moves-- and 
perhaps also by the apparently intense, slow-burning 
passion that he and | both shared. 

Again, | wanted more, but Hero stopped to whisper 
in my ear, “C'mon Princess. You know you want to give it to 
me. So let us play no more games-- and just let me have 


it.” 

He kissed my neck again and | fell slack, melting 
into his arms, as his hands found my waist and back. 

“Wow.” Plato smirked, glancing at Romeo, who 
watched with new concern, as Hero started sliding one of 
his hands up toward my chest-- where the key was. 

| smacked his hand down and pushed him away, 
gawking at him in disbelief. 

He laughed nervously, “I just-- wanted to relieve you 
of the pressure of--" 

SMACK. 

| lightly smacked his cheek. 

He just looked like a humorously shamefaced child 
who'd just been caught taking a cookie from the cookie 
jar before dinner-- 

--And he knew he'd just been caught. 

I'm sure it felt like nothing compared to Romeo's 
hard blows, but still. It came from me, and I’m sure that, in 
and of itself, stung him a bit. 

Emotionally, anyway. 

“And don't ever use physical affection to manipulate 
me into doing stupid things-- or enabling YOU to do 
stupid things-- or anything else selfish and unwise.” | 
glared at him. 

“Right. Sorry.” He nodded and kissed my cheek 
honestly. 

Then he looked at me for recognition. 

Ruefully, | nodded. 

He grinned thankfully, and then noticed Plato, “How 
bout we vote on it?” He eyed his brothers, “Who here 
wants to meet our Father-- and who here wants to die 
without ever knowing him?” 

Plato raised his hand, “I wanna meet him.” 

“What a surprise.” Romeo cut his eyes at Plato, “But 
does he want to meet you” 

“Princess?” Hero looked at me knowingly. 

“| do believe you clearly need some closure with 


your Father." | said. 

“YES!” Hero exclaimed. 

“But NOT until AFTER we get to the ISLAND and save 
me and all my fellow good princesses, from that wicked, 
evil curse.” 

“NO!" Hero realized. 

Romeo laughed, “Two against two. Looking for any 
tie breakers?” 

Hero looked up and saw Brutus lighting up a cigar, 
“BRUTUS! BREAK OUR TIE! Yes or no-- should we find out 
what the pirate, Captain Swordfish, knows about our 
Father before we let the monsters eat him?” 

“What he knows?” Brutus looked puzzled, “Ya dealin’ 
with bloody pirates who may as well kill ya soon as see ya, 
and they gloat about robbin’ ya Father, and you wanna 
sit one a ‘em down, and have a little heart to heart chat 
with him, about how he likely slit ya Father's throat when 
he stole his wealth? Greatness be, Hero. You sure are a 
strange lad.” He shook his head, “But if that’s what you 
want, alright. Long as you don't expect ME to go back on 
that ship! | know what's waitin’ for me there...” He chuckle- 
huffed, shaking his head, and walked away to smoke his 
cigar in peace. 

Hero looked forward in mortified realization as 
Romeo smirked. 

“Ya hear that? The man’s probably DEAD and you're 
willing to risk all our lives just to find out HOW dead.” 
Romeo huffed, shaking his head, “Come on, Plato. Let’s go 
check on that pirate kid. Make sure he aint sabotagin’ us.” 
Romeo bopped past me, giving me a respectful nod of 
solidarity, because we were both on the same page with 
regard to the mission, map, key and plan. 

Plato looked at a lost-looking Hero, then hung his 
head down low, and he followed on after Romeo. 

Hero stepped to the arm ledge and looked out at 
sea. 

| stepped beside him and rubbed his arm, before 


taking his hand in mine, “It'll be OK. We'll find out if your 
Dad's living or dead. lm sure there's plenty of people who 
will have heard of a sailor named, “Thomas of The 
Atlantic’. 

Hero nodded silently. 

Somehow | could tell he was holding back tears. 

Wow. 

Finding his Father really meant a lot to him. 

| nudged him for a hug and gave him a warm 
embrace, “I’m sorry | smacked you." | chuckled. 

“You shouldn't be. I’m sorry | deserved it.” He 
croaked out softly. 

| could feel him wiping away silent tears on his face 
as he hugged me. 

| looked up at his wet face and | kissed his hot, moist 
cheeks and lips sweetly. “We'll find him. We'll find your 
Dad. | promise." | smiled at him. 

He sort of twitched a little half-smile and gave me a 
sweet little kiss on the lips, “Thank you, Princess.” He 
smiled sadly. 

| smiled sympathetically and rested my head on his 
chest as we hugged each other. 

Then | sang a soothing song of soft and haunting 
pathos. 

Hero's eyes grew heavy until he closed them, 
swaying with me to my musical sounds, which seemed to 
swim along with the crashing sea. 

“You're so beautiful.” He echoed in my ear, “I really 
needed that." He kissed my forehead. 

| smiled, happy to have brought some peace to his 
soul-- 

--However short-lived. 

Then | heard what sounded like a long splashy gush 
of water, and | opened my eyes. 

“Did we spring a leak?" | asked, not believing it was 
possible. 

“Shh.” | heard Hero sound off to me. 


| looked up at him, then to my side, where | could 
sweor | felt eyes watching me, and | gasped, trying not to 
scream-- at the giant, 6 foot, yellow eyeball in my face, 
which looked out blankly, from a 60 foot crimson red 
beast, that sparked and sizzled, with hot smoke-- and 
bright, flaming fire-- permeating its epic snout. 

So we were only 2 days from the island-- not 3. 
Which meant that we were surrounded now, by the 
mystical monsters that protected the island. And 
apparently, our Ist battle-- 

--was with the giant blood red sea dragon of fire... 


Part Three 
The Critters 


Chapter Eleven 


“DON’T MOVE.” Hero whispered to me, “We're on an 
invisible ship, remember? He may be able to hear us, but 
he can't see us.” 

“He can feel us though." | whispered back. 

“Just freeze and let him go around us.” Hero cooed 
into my ear. 

And as he said, the massive creature glided past us, 
with his never-ending body training before us, like an 
oversized lizard monster of flames. 

Suddenly my key glowed bright for a moment. 

“When did you get these?” Hero pointed to my 
necklace. 

| looked down to see 2 golden rings suddenly 
draping from my chain, above my key and crucifix, “Howd 
that get there?" | furrowed my brow at them. 

Hero touched them first, and instantly they were in 
his hand. 

He looked at them and saw that they were 
engraved. 

One read, “His Princess’. 

The other read, “Her Prince’. 

“| think these are our wedding rings..." He studied 
them curiously. 

“Already?” | admired them in nervous awe. 

“Well what else could they be?" He shrugged. 

“| dunno, but if that’s all they are, why are they 
showing up now?” 

“If that’s all they are?” He teased me, “Is that all | am 
to you, Miss Princess? Just another notch on your 
necklace?” He smiled playfully at me now. 

“Oh stop.” | smacked his arm with a playful smile as 
he chuckled at me. “I just mean... not to look a gift horse 
in the mouth, but... just seems like... poor timing. | think 2 


giant swords would be more fitting for a moment like 
this.” | whispered, looking around nervously for the 
dragon. 

“Yeah, me too. But..." He studied the rings as they 
shimmered in his hand, “Here. Let’s go with the flow of 
God's universal title wave, and put these on. Perhaps it’s a 
protective measure of some kind, that bonds us together 
and keeps us in tact, so we can survive and prosper. After 
all, that’s what marriage is and does. Well-- it does if God 
is there.” 

“OK.” | nod-shrugged sweetly. 

He nodded, took my left hand, and laced my 4th 
finger with the “His Princess’ ring, “With this ring, | thee 
wed. Or engage to wed. Or both. I’m not... really sure. Just- 
- both, | guess. | mean, I'm sure. It’s-- both.” 

He looked genuinely confused and hard thought, 
and | couldn't help but find his earnest confusion, and 
sincerely concerned focus, kind of adorable. 

“Do you take me? Or engage to take me later?” He 
asked. 

“| do." | said, smiling bright. 

Then he handed me his ring and | did the same, 
taking his left hand and lacing his 4th finger with the “Her 
Prince’ ring, “With this ring, | thee wed. Or engage to wed. 
Or both." | giggled slightly, making him chuckle away his 
nerves, “Do you take me? Or engage to take me later?” | 
asked. 

‘lll take you the moment you give yourself to me, my 
dear.’ He blurted out. 

| blushed with a hushed giggle. 

He blushed, realizing, “l mean-- yes. Yes. | will. | 
mean, | do.” 

“Then | guess, by the power vested in us, we are 
officially engaged." | smiled. 

“Engaged we are.” He smiled back at me and gave 
me a sweet peck on the lips. 

We chuckled nervously with each other and looked 


at our rings. 

“Nothing's happening.’ | said with a furrowed brow 
of confusion. 

He shook his hand and finger a bit, “Give it a 
moment. It may take some time.” 

“Perhaps theyll do whatever it is they do, whenever 
its time to do it?” | suggested. 

“Perhaps.” He nodded, “Then in that case, perhaps 
we should celebrate our engagement later-- and go fight 
or flee from a giant sea dragon monster now.’ 

“Right.” | nodded and followed him as he and | ran to 
the below deck. 

Below deck... 

“ROMEO! PLATO!" Hero whisper-yelled for them as 
we rushed down the spiral pink sparkling steps. 

The boys were leaned back in their seats, asking 
Jesus questions as he devoured his 3rd plate of food, 
mostly either nodding or shaking his head at their 
questions, with fresh bandages on his hand and foot, and 
a heavy blanket over his shoulders, keeping him warm. 

“No. My Father was a pirate. | went looking for him 
and ended up becoming one.” Jesus said, “l plan to bring 
whatever wealth I find back to my Mother.” 

“Aww, that’s sweet.” Plato laughed, unable to relate 
to having one. Besides all the nuns at the orphanage, 
whose wombs he never knew. 

“Slightly more noble than | gave you credit for.” 
Romeo still watched him carefully, “Actually, you remind 
me a lot of someone | know." 

“Who?” Jesus asked. 

“My brother.” Romeo nodded. 

“Me?” Plato asked with surprise. 

“No, not YOU, Plato. HERO." Romeo chuckled. 

Then Hero spoke up, “HEY! GUYS! GATHER THE 
CREW QUIETLY! WE RAN INTO A BEAST!" 

“What kind of beast?” Romeo asked. 


“THE beast. As in The Red Sea Dragon Monster.” 
Hero explained. 

“WHAT??" Romeo and Plato both exclaimed, staring 
at Hero, as Jesus froze from taking another bite and 
looked up at him. 

“Yeah--" Hero stepped over to Romeo and took him 
aside, out of Jesus’s hearing range, “Hey-- Thanks for 
keepin’ me on track out there. | kinda lost it a bit, earlier.” 

“A bit.” Romeo chuckled, agreeing. 

“Yeah | know, | know.” Hero laughed, “You were right. 
Let’s stick with the plan.” 

Romeo patted Hero’s arm with a relieved grin of 
brotherly pride and nodded, “We'll go round up the crew 
for you.” 

Hero nodded gratefully. 

Just as Plato and Romeo headed for the door, the 
giant sea dragon's body whipped past the other side of 
the ship, visible through all of the windows. 

Jesus dropped his fork in awe. 

| gasped. 

Plato and Romeo gawked at the window and then 
back at Hero, “It’s HUGE!” 

“Which is why we can't let it sense us.” Hero said, 
“We're invisible, remember? But it might still be able to 
hear us, smell us, feel us--” 

“Taste us." Plato gulped. 

Jesus looked at his plate and pushed it away, 
suddenly at a loss for appetite. 

“Well,” Hero tried to comfort them, “if the beast gets 
distracted by the pirates first, like the plan goes, we can 
sneak by him--” 

“Or her." | said, realizing, as | looked out the window. 

“Her?” Hero asked. 

“Her.” | pointed to the trail of 5 little mini monsters 
that followed closely behind the sea dragon. 

Hero marveled, “So he’s a she, and she’s a Mommy.” 

“Be careful not to hurt her little ones. That looks like 


what she’s REALLY protecting.” | watched as they caught 
ue with their Mommy. 

“God bless the soul that must contend with 5 of 
those things.” Plato shook his head. 

Suddenly | got a flashback of a lesson on dragon's 
in school, as the memory of my life was starting to return, 
the closer | came to The Death of Eternal Slumber, “Only 1 
dragon stays to protect the island, | think. The others go 
wherever, and start wandering about fairly early.” 

“Lovely.” Plato gulped. 

“Fellas.” Hero reminded them, nodding up toward 
the deck. 

“Oh, right.” Romeo dragged Plato away from the 
view of the window and they jogged up the stairs. 


Back on the pirate’s ship... 

“Sir? SIR!" Smitty nudged the napping captain 
awake. 

The captain put a gun to his chin, “You'd better be 
havin’ a good reason for wakin’ me up now, Smitty. Or | 
may rescind my offer to trust you didn't help that fool 
steal me key, rather than to feed ya to the sharks, just to 
be on the safe side.” 

“No sir.” Smitty quivered, “It’s worse, sir. It’s a-- It’s a-- 
It’s Q--" 

“Well spit it out, man 

“Ma ma-- ma ma-- ma ma-- MONSTER." 

The captain's eyes widened. 

He rushed out of bed and hurried on deck, 
shouting-- 

“ON DECK, ALL YE LAZY SCAVENGERS! ALL HANDS 
ON DECK!" The captain shouted as he hoofed onto deck 
and his crew started to appear quickly, “WE GOT A 
MONSTER WE MUST BE FIGHTIN’" 

His crew gathered round. 

“What sort a monster?” The short one asked. 

Suddenly, the sea dragon lifted her long neck out 


|” 


of the water and scowled at them, raised up above them 
like a behemoth, 60 feet tall and 120 feet wide. 

“THAT monster.” The captain gulped. 

And the she-beast dragon crashed down on the 
pirate ship, breathing fire on anybody who didn't run fast 
enough, amidst the screams. Most pirates got out of the 
way, but a few men didn't move fast enough. 

It didn't take long for the captain and his men to 
realize that the safest place to be was actually in the 
water. 

So after trying and failing to take the dragon out by 
cannon ball and gunfire, all of which the dragon merely 
crushed and burned, the remaining screaming men all 
jumped into the ocean, climbing atop and around the 
sea dragon, in order to avoid her fierce and ferocious 
flames. 

Back on my ship... 

“Looks like it’s working.” Hero whisper-shouted to us 
all, “The beast is distracted by the pirates. Let’s move 
along the opposite side of their ship. Quietly.” 

We all got in position. 

Well-- 

They did. 

Hero asked me to hide in the captain’s chambers, 
where it was sofer. 

“Please just do this 1 thing for me, and stay safe in 
here, while we fight to escape the monster.” He begged of 
me. 

| sighed, “Alright.” And | hid there. 

But | didn't really miss much. 

At first. 

Everything was very quiet, as Hero, his brothers, 
and the crew all glided my ship past the pirate’s burnt 
and sinking ship, while screaming pirate men hung on for 
dear life atop the dragon, on the opposite side of their 
ship. 


It seemed that no one noticed us. 

We made it. 

The door to my captain quarters opened, to reveal 
Hero, grinning brightly at me, as | sat crouched below the 
desk. 

“Are you alright?" He asked me as he extended his 
hand and helped me up. 

| nodded as he lifted me up with his firm, strong 
arm, “Are you?” 

He nodded with a smile and hugged me 
victoriously, “We did it! We succeeded! From my brother's 
blueprint for the key and idea to get rid of the pirates, to 
my idea to employ Brutus and blueprint to avoid the 
monster-- All of it worked!" 

Jesus looked like he'd just seen a ghost as he 
watched the monster crush and scorch many of his 
former shiomates to ash, and the thought hit him-- 

That could have been him. 

“SO now we only have a day to reach the island.” 
Romeo inspirationally said. 

“What could go wrong?” Plato unfortunately said... 

“Uh-- fellas?” Brutus said timidly as he huffed into 
the room, “What'll we do about this?” He pulled something 
out from behind his back that made all of us jump back 
with a gasp-- and made me scream. 

It was a little lizard like creature with wings, the size 
of a small puppy, but with leathery red skin and big 
yellow eyes, as it coughed fire and smoke. 

It was a mini monster. 

It was the sea dragon's baby. 

It was-- 

--our death worrant. 


Chapter Twelve 


“BRUTUS! WHAT ARE YOU DOING WITH THAT 
THING! IT’S A DRAGON! THROW THAT THING BACK IN THE 
OCEAN, MAN" Hero gawked at him. 

“| tried.” Brutus shrugged tiredly, “But he won't let go 
ame hand. He’s stuck to me like glue. See?” 

We watched as Brutus struggled to shake the little 
critter off his hand, but like glue, it wouldn't shake off. 

“Oh my Goo-- We're all gonna die.” Romeo sighed in 
tired disbelief. 

“Here-- Lemme try.” Plato stepped over to Brutus 
and started pulling at the little baby dragon. 

First, it wouldn't budge. 

Then, when Plato accidentally tickled its underbelly, 
it let go of Brutus-- and Plato fell backwards with it, to the 
ground. 

It quickly climbed up Plato’s arm and onto Plato’s 
face, and just sat there. 

Plato opened his eyes, saw it there, and freaked out. 


OFF ME!" He yanked at the little dragon, but it stayed put. 

Everyone laughed but me and Hero. 

“| think it’s chosen you to be its mum 
laughed. 

“Here,” Hero walked over and patiently guided Plato 
to purposely do what he just did by accident, “Put your 
hand beneath its belly, like you did for Brutus, so it will go 
back onto your hand. 

Plato did it, and the creature immediately crawled 
off his face and climbed back onto his hand. 

Plato looked up at Hero with a look of total and 
adorable helplessness, “Now what?" He sort of pouted 
with anxious fear, as the cute little fire breathing death 
machine curled up into a ballin the palm of his hand and 


ha 


Brutus 


just took a nap there. 

“| guess we hope and pray that Mummy Monster 
doesn't start sniffing him out to find him here.” Hero said, 
“We're only a day away from the island any way, so--" 

“What is that?” Jesus pointed at something big, dark 
and ominous, rising high above us, out in the distance of 
the dark night sky. 

But it was darker than the sky. 

We all gathered round the window and looked at 
what we were all hoping was a shared delusion. 

“Tell me that’s not what | think it is.” Plato gulped. 

Hero ran out of the room to look at it in real 
context, and saw that, to all our horror, a giant title wave 
was rising up high above us. 

“Hit the deck below!” Hero yelled at us as he 
grabbed my hand and ran with me towards the below 
deck steps. 

But we weren't moving fast enough. 

The wave was gonna crash down on us. 

Suddenly, my and Hero's rings glowed brilliantly 
bright, and a giant glowing bubble enveloped me, him, 
his brothers and our crew, freezing us in place as it lifted 
us all off the ground floor and into the air. 

GUSH! 

The tsunami hit my ship and swallowed it up, but 
didn't break it. 

It just-- swallowed it. 

When the wave passed, we unfroze inside the 
bubble and just hovered inside it, admiring the turbulent 
ocean waves, as they title waved and crashed against 
each other, in the sea beneath us. 

“What-- is happening here?” Romeo marvelled at our 
new transportation. 

“We're flying.” | realized. 

“To the island.” Hero realized as he looked out. “It’s 
right over there. We're almost there!” 

“Is no one gonna mention how this is impossible 


and extraordinary?” Romeo looked around at his 
brothers and me. 

“Romeo--" Plato smirked, “Hero kissed a girl into 
existence, Brutus nearly died for a magical key, we all 
survived a massive she-beast monster, and now | have a 
little baby dragon napping peacefully in the palm of my 
hand. Do you really think that a sparkling, hovering 
bubble of light, that transports you to a mystical mystery 
island, is really all that strange and bizarre-- all things 
considered?" 

Romeo thought about it, “Good point." 

Plato nodded knowingly. 

“Guys--" Hero nodded, “We're here.” 

We all looked out and saw that we were there. 

We made it to the island. 

The bubble hovered us over the shore and-- 

POP! 

It dropped us pleasantly into the sand. 

We all looked at each other, unsure if this was all 
real or just some shared delusion. 

We would soon find out just how real it all really 
wos... 

Romeo looked down and furrowed his brow ata 
golden compass glimmering out of the sand. He bent 
over to look at it, and gasped at the inscription that he 
read. Then he looked at Hero and saw that Hero was still 
holding his own golden compass. Romeo quickly kicked 
dirt on the compass and tried to block Hero's view of it. 

“Heyyyyy-- Why don't we go THAT way..." Romeo 
pointed away from the object. 

But Hero just chuckled at his brother's weirdness 
and walked on, forward. 

Then he felt the golden object beneath his feet, and 
he stopped to pick it up. 

He read it, “Thomas of The Atlantic...” His eyes 
widened in shock, as he realized-- 

“He's here.” 


Chapter Thirteen 


BACK OUT AT SEA, MY PINK SPARKLY SHIP POPPED 
out of the water with the pirate, Captain Swordfish, and 
about a dozen of his men, including Smitty and the tall 
and short duo-- 

--all who was left of his crew. 

They climbed aboard my ship and took their places, 
navigating it through the violent seas, until finally-- they 
made it through all the title waves and were only a few 
miles away from the island. 

“As stars be me witness-- when | gets me treasure 
on this here island, I'll own the seas and make a pirate 
crewman or a dead man out of anyone who disagrees.” 
Captain Swordfish grumbled as he and his men coughed 
out splashes of sea water. 

Back on shore, a new fight was brewing, about to 
break out between Hero and Romeo again, as Plato 
watched timidly, hoping it wouldn't be as bloody as the 
last one, and praying that he wouldn't be placed in the 
middle between them again-- though suspecting that he 
would be. 

“Hero-- PLEASE-- Let's just complete this 1 mission 
Ist and then we can go hunting after Dad. OK? We're so 
close--" Romeo pleaded. 

“He's here.” Hero ignored him, “He probably got 
stranded here. That's why he never came for us. Now we 
can save him." 

Romeo thought about it curiously, “Even if he lost 
touch with us cause he was stuck here all this time-- 
which | doubt, #1-- That doesn’t explain or excuse his 
chronic infidelity, and #2-- It doesn’t mean he’s still alive 
right now.” 

“Yes, but he could be." Hero began again, as if he 


couldn't help himself, “We have to go find him now-- 
before it’s too late!” 

| gently-- and quickly-- took Hero’s hand, startling 
him out of his dogmatic daze, and | kissed him sweetly, 
with passion, stunning him out of his Daddy drama 
stupor. 

He kissed me back. 

Then | looked at him and started singing a sweet 
and sultry sound. 

His eyes grew heavy as his gaze transfixed upon 
me. 

Everyone's eyes grew heavy as their gazes 
transfixed upon me, with goofy grins of delirium. 

“Wow. You have a really beautiful voice.” Plato 
chuckled in a merrily drugged sort of way. 

| smiled at him. Then | spoke to Hero, “Now Hero-- 
honey-- you are going to find my physical form on this 
island, kiss me awake, and save my day, rescuing me from 
the death of eternal slumber. Then we will join forces 
together to go find your Father, to see if he’s either a 
dead legend or a living disappointment. | support your 
need for answers and closure-- but we are going to deal 
with saving me and my fellow princesses first. OK?” 

“OK.” He gazed at me with intense and addicted 
focus. 

“So what are we doing now?" | asked him. 

“Saving you and your fellow princesses first.” He 
answered me back. 

“That's my sweet, heroic, prince knight in shining 
armor.’ | kissed his cheek and looked at Romeo, “We're 
good to go." 

Romeo gawked at me with his jaw dropped, “Wow-- 
You are REALLY good for him.” 

“Thank you." | smiled with a slight curtsey. 

“Uh-- guys--" Plato pointed out at the sea, “We've got 
a new problem. Or an old one, probably.” 

“What is it?” Hero asked, looking out to sea. 


“Its Princess's bright pink ship.” Plato answered, 
“And someone's sailing it towards us. Three guesses as to 
who that might be." 

“Pirates.” Hero realized. “Crap.” He thought about it, 
“OK. OK." Hero thought out loud. 

“Whado we do" Plato looked between Hero and 
Romeo who both stared out at the ocean. 

“Run.” Hero said. 

“Fast.” Romeo said. 

“We have to get to The Land of Lost Treasure 
before they do!” Hero said. 

“What's the treasure?” Plato asked, “What are we 
looking for?” 

“More of her.” Romeo pointed to me. 

“Princess is the treasure.” Hero explained and 
looked at me, “Where's your map say to go?” He asked me. 

“From this direction? We go south." | said. 

Hero pulled out his infamous golden compass and 
tracked it south, “This way-- Let’s go.” 

We all followed Hero quickly through the jungle as 
the pirates sailed my ship towards the shore. 

We raced as fast as our feet would take us, until 
finally, we reached it-- a big, giant, gold and silver door in 
the center of the island-- and my key looked perfect for it. 

“Princess-- Key--" Hero gestured. 

| pulled out my key and prepared to put it in the 
lock. 

“| wouldn't do that if | were you.” A voice rang out 
from the shadows, but it wasn't a pirate. 

It was a stranger. 

In a sailor's outfit. 

Hero instantly stepped in front of me, guarding me, 
“And who are you?" 

“Why, my dear good boy--" The man grinned, “l-- am 
Thomas of The Atlantic.” 


Part Four 
The Curse 


Chapter Fourteen 


EVERYONE GASPED. 

Romeo nearly choked. 

Hero stepped forward, “Dad?” 

“Dad??” Thomas gawked at Hero, “l aint got no kids 
here, boy. There aint no regular humans here. No friendly 
women. Just treasure and magic and monsters and 
mystery and no way to get off the island-- unless you all 
still managed to keep your boat in all the title waves-- Did 
ya?" 

Hero pulled out his golden compass and handed it 
to the man, pointing at the inscription, “Thomas of The 
Atlantic.” 

Thomas looked closer at the compass and his 
relieved grin quickly morphed into a stricken frown, 
“Hero?” He asked in disbelief. 

“See Romeo!” Hero beamed at his brother, “He 
remembers our names!” 

“Well whoopdy do.” Romeo rolled his eyes, “Let’s all 
throw him a party because he remembered 1 of his likely 
countless children, whose Mother he flagrantly cheated 
on.” 

“Romeo.” Thomas marvelled, “Wow. You still don't 
look anything like me.” 

Romeo shot him a look, “I don’t act anything like you 
either-- | pray.” 

“Hi, I’m Plato." Plato gave him a casual side salute 
hello. 

“Plato.” Thomas looked overwhelmed, “Wow, so you 3 
stuck together through thick and thin, huh? That's great, 
kiddos!" 

But Romeo wasn't letting him off the hook that 
easily, “Yes, 3 of your unwanted seeds managed to stick 
together and rough it out with each other.” Romeo cut his 


eyes at Thomas. 

“What? | never didn’t want you boys. | ALWAYS 
wanted you boys. | just couldn't take care of you, because 
of--" 

“Because of your lifestyle as a sailor and being 
marooned here on this island for so long.” Hero nodded, 
finishing for him. 

“Uh-- Right. That's why.” Thomas shrugged. 

“No it’s not. Let him say what he was gonna say." 
Romeo said. 

“What-- what other reason could it be?" Hero asked 
his Father earnestly. 

“Perhaps because he’s a lily-livered coward, who 
went a-wall on his company, in order to secretly steal 
stolen treasure from good pirate folk like me-self.” 
Captain Swordfish, said as he and his men stood across 
from us with all their swords drawn on us, “So me and me 
boys had to steal our stolen treasure back from him and 
kick him overboard, off the ship-- 6 months ago-- not far 
from here, though too near this little gem of an island | 
suppose. Because twas bad enough he was employed by 
his government to hunt down pirates. But twas so much 
worse to be robbed by him and his men-- in the name of 
vanquishing pirates.” 

Hero looked pain-stricken at his Father, “Father-- Is 
this true?” 

Thomas laughed nervously, looking at him with a 
slight hesitant gulp, and he shrugged rather foolishly, 
“Yeah, well, ya know, times get tough. Ya gotta do what ya 
gotta do." 

“You've only been here 6 months, and you 
abandoned us 2 decades ago, just to go stealing from 
the pirates you were supposed to bring in?” 

“Or kill” Captain Swordfish corrected. 

“Or kill?" Hero asked him incredulously. 

“Its a long story." Thomas said. 

“Not really.” Captain Swordfish said. 


“OK, it’s not really a long story. | just don't have time 
to tell it, what with all the being held captive now by the 
same pirates who put me here. You understand, heheh.’ 

Hero looked at him in awe, “You're a complete and 
utter fool, aren't you? You're not even as noteworthy or 
self-aware as the devil, the way Romeo depicts you. You're 
just... you're just... a... blindly self-absorbed... buffoon.” 
Hero stared in disbelief at the man. 

“Yes” The pirate, Captain Swordfish, and all of his 
men said, nodding in agreement. “So ya get all your 
intelligence and goodness from yer mum's side.” Captain 
Swordfish added. “Ya dodged a bullet not pickin’ up his 
bad ways.” 

Hero huffed in repulsed upset. 

“Well. Now we've had this charmin’ family reunion, I'll 
be havin’ that key back now.” 

“NOF | yelled at him, “ve come THIS close to living 
again! I'll DIE before | ever give you this key!” 

“That can be arranged, pretty lady.” Captain 
Swordfish raised his gun toward me. 

Hero quickly stood in front of me, and to my 
surprise, so did Plato, Romeo, Brutus and Jesus-- all with 
their swords drawn. 

Captain Swordfish eyed Jesus with puzzled 
curiosity, “ Jesus. | thought you drowned.” 

“Captain Swordfish. | thought you cared." Jesus shot 
back. 

“| said | knew your Father, boy. | didn’t say | was your 
Father.” Captain Swordfish chuckled with his men in 
genuine amusement at the boy's innocent naivete’. 

“You leave Princess alone!” Jesus shouted with 
palpable venom at the man, “She's a good person!” 

“What? Because she didn't kill ya?” Captain 
Swordfish laughed with his boys. 

“She saved my life!” Jesus said, “Unlike some people.” 
He scowled at the captain. 

Seeing the boy's hardened feelings of anger 


displayed so wrathfully on his face, the captain sighed, 
“Oh now don't go bein’ sore with me now.’ He laughed, “Ifn 
there’s a grudge you're gonna be havin’ then it shouldn't 
be with me, boy. Smitty ‘n the boys been beggin’ me to 
give your shares to them, ‘n jus throw ya overboard, ever 
since | letcha on board. But | kept it safe fer ya." 

Then Captain Swordfish shrugged, “Tell ya what, 
boy-- Bein’ that I’m such a generous soul by nature, if ya 
come on back to me crew, I'll not only give ya yer own 
shares back, but I'll give ya Zimmerman’s shares also. 
Some a the men we're not sure about, but we know for 
sure that he didn’t make it, cuzzin we saw his body 
crunch between the dragon's teeth. He had double the 
shares you had. That'll be quite a bit to be bringin’ back 
to ye tired ole mum now, wouldn't it?” 

Jesus looked like he was thinking about it. 

“Jesus?” Hero said in hopeful concern. 

Jesus quickly turned around, drawing his sword on 
us, “Looks like I'll have to be loyal to the ones who are 
loyal to me.” He said with a wink that only we could see. 

Hero shook his head, realizing what he was doing, 
“No-- Jesus-- Don't do this.” 

Not seeing the wink, the pirates all thought Hero 
was referring to Jesus turning on us, so they laughed. 

“Too late, choir boys.” Captain Swordfish grinned, 
“This boy was born into the sea, born to pirate and 
pillage, just like his Father before him. Ya can't take out 
what was rooted there at birth, boy. He belongs to us, 
and the pirate’s life now.” 

“Jesus-- please-- This is a bad idea.” Hero said 
quietly to him. 

“It's the only one we've got.” Jesus said, to Captain 
Swordfish’s confusion. 

“Whah?" The captain looked over at Jesus in 
uncertainty, just as Jesus turned and knocked Captain 
Swordfish’s sword out of his hand, with his own sword. 

“RUN!” Jesus shouted to us as he battled to serve 


himself up as a distraction to the pirates that 
surrounded us. 

Most of our crew ran and got away, but Hero, 
Romeo, Plato, Brutus, Lason, Sushil, and | stayed behind 
to help Jesus-- and Thomas was only unable to get away 
because a pirate blocked his path. 

Captain Swordfish grabbed Jesus by the shirt and 
scowled murderously at him, “I gave you a 2nd chance 
boy, and this is how ya repay me?” 

“I've already got my 2nd chance,’ Jesus choked out 
to him, “And | won't let you kill them.” 

“Humph.” Captain Swordfish grumbled in irritation 
at the boy and shoved him into a bigger pirate, “Deal with 
this.” He said simply. 

The giant pirate grabbed Jesus by the neck and 
lifted him up off his feet, pulling his sword back to stab 
him. 

“EYE!” Hero shouted. 

“NECK!” Romeo shouted. 

“SWORD HAND!" Plato shouted. 

And with the precision of perfection, the 3 brothers 
threw their knives into the murderous pirate, in exact 
synchronization, stabbing him in both the eye, neck and 
hand, all at once. 

The pirate stopped his motion to stab Jesus mid- 
lunge, and dropped a coughing Jesus limply, as the 
massive killer pirate timbered to the ground-- 

--dead. 

Captain Swordfish glared at the 3 boys with mixed 
feelings of both awe and rage. 

“THAT WAS ME BEST HENCHMEWN!" The captain 
shouted at Hero, Plato and Romeo. 

“That was me best knife.” Plato chuckled mockingly, 
only infuriating the already-incensed pirate Swordfish 
even more. 

“Your skills may be spectacular, but you'll be payin’ 
for that loss!" 


Captain Swordfish grabbed his sword from the 
ground with his foot and an epic sword-fight ensued, 
between the boys and the pirates, as Thomas kept trying 
and failing to run away, constantly blocked by a pirate or 
a heated battle with one, at every turn. 

We were hindered before our crew ran off, because 
the pirates outnumbered us by 2 to 1. But now with most 
of our crew gone, we were outnumbered by closer to 3 to 
1. 

That didn’t stop Hero and the boys from taking out 
a few pirates, but it did stop us from defeating the 
remaining bunch. 

“ENOUGH!” Captain Swordfish shouted, “I aint losin’ 
any more ame men, to a trio a church boys, and their 
dandy little crusadin’-fer-Christ crew. | was tryin’ to be 
respectful, by not killin’ God's little domestic ciwvies, but 
ya leave me no choice. I've no more patience for any a 
this folly. Now give us the key before we lay waste to ya. 
And | aint waitin’ for ya to agree.” He drew his sword to my 
throat and | gasped. 

Everyone froze and stopped mid-fight. 

“Hand it over now, princess.” Captain Swordfish 
said. 

“NEVER” | shouted fiercely at him with angry, 
desperate tears in my eyes. 

“Fine then.” He sighed, “Shame havin’ to kill 
somethin’ so lovely. But | suspect you'll be a threat to me 
crew any way. And | can't be havin’ that, so--" He moved 
his sword to stab me. 

Hero quickly stepped in front of me, putting his 
sword to the pirate’s throat. 

Captain Swordfish laughed, “You-- are no ordinary 
church boy.” 

“No, I’m not.” Hero glared at him with fierce and 
ferocious intensity, “’m a deadly defender of the 
innocent-- and | will protect my princess at all costs. Now 
lower your sword and | will get her to offer you her key 


without any further bloodshed on either side.” 

“Hero--" | started. 

“Shh.” He quickly hushed me. 

Captain Swordfish raised an eyebrow at him, “So 
yer wantin’ to be a diplomat now, | see.” He eyed Hero's 
sword suspiciously, as it pierced the top layer of skin on 
his neck, just as his sword did to mine. 

“Yes” Hero kept his eyes locked on Captain 
Swordfish’s, “And | know that if | stab you now, your men 
will kill me immediately, along with Princess, my brothers, 
and all my crew. I've no desire to see that happen, so 
trust me when | say that | will lower my sword as well, and 
have her give you her key with no further argument.” 

Captain Swordfish sighed and finally nodded, 
rolling his eyes, as if he was getting fatigued by Hero's 
nobility, skill, and honorable hope. He lowered his sword 
with a gracious-mocking bow, before putting his hands 
on his hips, to await the key. 

Hero lowered his sword and then turned to face me, 
“Hi.” He said to me. 

"Hi." | said to him, both scared, upset, worried, and 
still melting again under his enchanting gaze. 

To my surprise-- though it shouldn't have been-- 
Hero leaned in and kissed me. 

| kissed him back. 

Then he yanked the key off my neck and whispered 
into my ear, “Forgive me.” 

| gasped, “NO!" | screamed, fighting him futilely for 
it. 

But before | knew it, he threw my key and necklace 
to Captain Swordfish, and then told me firmly, “Princess-- 
These men aren't just thieves. Some of them are cold- 
blooded killers-- and worse. Make no mistake that they 
will hurt you if you give them reason to, and | can't 
protect you from all of them. There’s just too many of 
them. We're outnumbered. So just trust me when | say, 
that we will either get the key back, or find another way to 


get inside the door." 

“But Hero--" | cried. 

“Just have a little faith, Princess. I’m your prince, 
remember? | got this. | won't let you die. Not now. Not 
ever. | promise. Cause I’m your knight in shining armor, 
baby. I'm your hero.” He kissed my hand like a prince. 

He calmed me down, but | was still feeling frantic, 
“OK, but-- but if anything happens-- I'll be trapped here 
forever.” | cried. 

“No you won't.” Hero shook his head, comforting me, 
as he held my hands, “I won't let that happen.” 

“What’s she goin’ on about?” Captain Swordfish 
said, “Never seen a female pirate as delicate as her." He 
laughed with his boys. 

“TM NOT A PIRATE!" | shouted at him, “PM THE 
TREASURE.’ | started, but Hero took over, to quell my 
stormy rage. 

“Princess was cursed by an evil queen, or wicked 
princess or something. If | don’t use that key to find her 
full form here on the island, and give her The Soulmate’s 
Kiss, she'll be trapped in eternal slumber here for all 
eternity.” Hero said. 

Captain Swordfish looked a bit caught off guard, 
“That-- sounds like-- a fairy tale, lad.” He looked between 
me and Hero, “And you believe this?” 

“It's true.” | cried, “And you're the ONLY reason why | 
might DIE here, trapped here forever.” 

“She's the treasure.” Hero repeated my words to 
Swordfish, “The Land of Lost Treasure-- is a place full of 
good princesses. Princesses of light, love, inner beauty, 
priceless value and high quality. That’s what the treasure 
here is. Good girls. Wonderful women. And the reason 
they were trapped here on Pirate Island is because the 
evil queens and henchmen who trapped them here 
figured that only pirates would come here, and that no 
pirate would be noble enough to give a princess a 
soulmate’'s kiss, because only men of princely character 


and knightly nature are capable of doing that.” 

“Are ya insultin’ me, boy??" The captain charged. 

“No--" Hero quickly said, “I’m just explaining to you 
her curse, and the fact that the kind of treasure that key 
unlocks the door to is not the kind of treasure you're 
thinking of." 

“Well--" Thomas started, but when Hero glared 
daggers back at him, he hushed up and stood down. 

“Humph. Well,” Captain Swordfish, started, “that may 
just be all well, true n good, boy-o. But you'll understand 
if-- considerin’ your bein’ a seed a that man--" He nodded 
at Thomas, “I don’t quite trust ya, an'll be needin’ ya to 
show me, so me sees for me self just what kind a treasure 
lies behind that door.” 

“Uh-- that’s NOT where the treasure is..." Thomas 
said. 

“Like I'd believe YOU. MOVE.” Captain Swordfish 
pushed past everyone, and proceeded to jam the key into 
the lock. 

“That would be my cue to exit.” Thomas took off 
running in the opposite direction. 

Hero watched his Father run away with a furrowed 
brow of new, sudden concern on his face, and he looked 
at me, “Princess-- Is this the door to the Land of Lost 
Treasure?” 

“|-- | dunno." | admitted, “I never actually saw the 
island till now. All I've seen for the past year or so are-- 
pirate and sailor ships. And my ship.” 

Hero looked back at the door with wide eyes, “Well 
then-- if we're at the center of the island and that’s not 
the door to the land of lost treasure...” he thought about 
it and realized in horror, “Its The Black Hole Meteor 
Monster!" He gasped as Captain Swordfish turned the 
key in the lock, and he looked up at his brothers as he 
grabbed my hand, “IT’S A MONSTER! RUN! EVERYBODY 
RUN!" 

We all took off running as the captain opened the 


door and-- 

BAM! 

A surge of black and white swirling smoke and 
electricity punched open the door, which smacked the 
captain in the face, knocking him out, and onto the 
ground. 

The force surged through the island, chasing us, 
between the trees, and hunting us down like it was out for 
blood. 

This was NOT like the dragon, which actually 
seemed natural and organic in some way. 

There was something dark, wrong, and off-- about 
this monster-- something conscious and vicious-- as if it 
was fueled by a person-- perhaps an evil queen. 

And it wouldn't stop-- 

It wouldn't quit-- 

--until we were dead. 


Chapter Fifteen 


FINALLY, HERO SAW A DITCH and pointed to it-- 

“DITCH He shouted. 

Then he quickly grabbed me and we, along with his 
2 brothers, Brutus, Jesus, Lason and Sushil, all jumped 
into the ditch-- which turned out to be a river, and the 
powerful smoky electricity force charged past us-- up 
above us. 

The monstrosity charged through a few pirates, 
exploding them into fragments of silver cosmic dust. 

Their silver dust rained down on us as we popped 
our heads above water and discovered a cave opening 
that the river poured out into. 

Hero gestured to us all to notice the cave, and then 
quickly moved in front of me, to brave whatever nefarious 
entity might await us there. 

But what we found was beautiful. 

It was a glorious glow in the dark haven full of 
beautiful mystical creatures, that glittered and sparkled 
like stars in the sky. 

“Whoa.” Plato marvelled. 

“It's... beautiful.” Jesus admired it all. 

“Careful not to disturb anything.” Hero said, “Just in 
case it sets off a chain reaction or something.” 

“Yeah and no picking up any more dragons.” Romeo 
chuckle-teased Plato, who was careful not to upset the 
little baby beast still in his hand. 

“Oh haha, very funny.” Plato rolled his eyes. 

Brutus laughed along with Romeo and pat Plato’s 
back jovially. 

Finally, we reached a safe haven spot, where we 
could all take a break and reenergize. 

But amidst our recharging session, | saw something 
clear-like, glittering out to me, by the water. It glowed 


slightly, but | couldn't see how. 

| walked closer to it and realized what it was-- 

--It was a glass door. 

| gasped, suddenly realizing what the poem meant, 
“The Land of Lost Treasure lies behind a great door. Only 
when the door is closed can you see behind it no more.’ | 
touched it, “Because the door is glass.” | remembered the 
rest, “Look beneath the surface to find true treasure lost. 
You'll find much more than you expect... true beauty of 
priceless cost." | gasped, “We're under the surface. This is 
it. This is the door. The key was meant for this door.” 

Suddenly, the key disappeared from the golden 
monster door up above surface, and then materialized in 
my hand, down in the mystical glow-in-the-dark water 
cave. 

| gasped, realizing that | had it back now, and | 
moved closer to the door, as Hero and Romeo talked, not 
noticing what | was doing. 

“Sorry | was such a swine about finding Dad.” Hero 
told him, “You were right. He’s the worst.” Hero looked 
down sadly. 

“Nah, man, | was the swine.” Romeo shook his head, 
“You just wanted to know what happened to the other 
half of our parentage, and | was totally unsupportive 
about it. Just because | held a grudge against the man 
for leavin’ us. | should have been more understanding all 
these years and just let you dream. Nothing wrong with 
that. Dreamin’ keeps you happy. Whole. Alive and at 
peace--" 

“Im not the dreamer, man. That's Plato.” Hero 
laughed, “I just-- | just really believed in Dad. | had faith in 
him. Faith that | should have devoted elsewhere.” 

“| know, Hero. | know that’s part of the reason why 
you led this whole expedition to go be missionaries to 
men at sea. Because you suspected that Dad was one of 
those men. And you figured that since we're Believers, 
and the church funds mission trips, why not go share the 


Gospel and search for Dad all at the same time-- killing 2 
birds with 1 stone.” 

Hero looked at him with wide eyes, “You knew?" 

“Of course | knew. | always know. Cause | know 
people. Just like you know survival. Just like Plato knows 
art. That’s what we do. | especially know you, man. You're 
my brother. | know you best.” Romeo laughed. 

Hero chuckled, heart-warmed, then wondered out 
loud, “Does Plato know?” 

“Doubt it. He's just happy to follow you into the fire 
regardless of why.” Romeo shrugged. 

“Ya know, it’s weird.” Hero smirked, “I wanted to find 
Dad and found my future wife. You wanted to find your 
future wife and found Dad. And Plato’s always drawn 
sketches of dragons and made jokes about owning one 1 
day, and he actually gets a dragon. Like-- a real-life 
dragon. What are the odds that the spectacular 
supernatural wish got granted first?” Hero laughed. 

“This is 1 bizarre journey.” Romeo nodded, watching 
Plato play with his dragon. 

“Guys! | found it!" | shouted excitedly. 

“Shh! Hero reminded me that we were hiding from 
monsters too. 

“Sorry--" | whispered, realizing, “Look! | got the key 
back and | found the proper lock for it.” 

“Whoa-- How'd you do that?” Plato wowed over it. 

“| dunno. | just found the lock and the key showed 
up.” | grinned. 

“Apparently, the monster door was a trick to block 
me from finding the right door, in the event that | did 
actually find my prince among frogs.” 

“Wow.” Hero eyed it, “So did you put it in the lock 
yet?” 

“Uh, no. | was a bit nervous.” | chuckled anxiously. 

“You're joking, right?” Brutus raised a brow at me, 
“She's joking, right?" He looked at Hero, and the guys. 

“It's OK, Princess. | have faith in you that you've 


found the right door.” Hero said. 

“And if it’s just another monster door, we'll all still 
forgive you, because you're a nice person.” Romeo added. 

Hero nudged him chidingly. 

“What?” Romeo shrugged with a playful smirk. 

| sighed nervously, took a breath and put the key in 
the lock. | opened the door, and there before us all, was 
glorious treasure-- but not the treasure we were looking 
for. It was actual, cold, hard treasure. Rubies, diamonds, 
emeralds, sapphires, pearls, amethysts, onyx, crystal, and 
an endless supply of gold and silver. 

“Whoa.” Romeo marvelled. 

“We're rich! We're bloody stinking rich!” Brutus 
gleamed excitedly, “My gambling debts are paid off by 
this and then some! Oh | knew following Jesus Christ 
would pay off for me eventually! | just thought believing in 
Him meant I'd go to heaven when | die, like John 3:16 says, 
but now THIS-- THIS! Why-- l'm in heaven RIGHT NOW! He 
giggled gleefully as he started to step inside the 
chamber, but Hero stopped him. 

“Careful. It could be booby-trapped. Or cursed.” 
Hero said. 

“Where are my sister princesses though?” | feared, 
looking around everywhere for them, unable to find them, 
“There should be dozens of them here. Whe-- Where are 
they?” 

“What were you told by your fairy godmother?” Hero 
asked me. 

“Look beneath the surface to find true treasure lost, 
and--" 

“Beneath the surface.” Hero realized, “They're under 
the treasure! Everybody dig!” 

We all started digging frantically, moving all kinds 
of treasure, until we finally found the glass bottom of 
what turned out to be-- 

“A tomb.” Romeo said, “This isn't just a chamber of 
treasure. It’s a tomb.” 


“Look! There! | see them!” Plato pointed. 

We all looked, and sure enough, beneath our feet 
were glowing glass coffins with all the missing princesses 
in them-- including me at the center of the room. 

“That’s me.’ | pointed to myself. 

“Whoa. That is weird.” Plato looked between me and 
myself, genuinely disturbed by it. 

“How are you in 2 places at once?” Romeo asked. 

“Im only in spiritually manifested form right now. 
But my true physical form is there.” | pointed at my 
sleeping self, “I’m only physical to the one | kiss, who 
kisses me back, and | only stay that way for a prolonged 
period of time for my soulmate-- Hero. Until my curse is 
either lifted or cemented into stone.” 

“But... How do we... break you out?” Jesus asked, 
looking around, honestly confused, as he noticed the 
hourglass at my feet that was running out of sand. 

“You don't.’ | said, “You just stand over the princess 
you're meant for, and she’s supposed to be lifted up by 
your presence. | use to think that was figurative, but 
apparently, it’s literal.” 

“How do we know which princess is meant for us? 
There are so many. How do we know if we’re even meant 
for them?" Romeo asked. 

“Well | think if you're allowed in the room, and you're 
not the reason for the curse, that means you're worthy of 
someone in here. Just step on a glass case until it glows 
brighter beneath your feet.” 

They all started doing it. 

“This is weird.” Plato chuckled as he looked down at 
each sleeping girl, all of whom floated ethereally in a 
water-like substance within their glass case. 

“Yeah, | kinda feel like I’m disrespecting them by 
standing on them..." Romeo said. 

‘Im sure that’s what the evil queens were going for.” 
| said as Hero looked at me. 

“Are you ready?” He asked. 


| smiled and nodded, “Yes. More than you could 
possibly know.” 

Hero nodded proudly, then stepped on my glass 
case and it glowed bright, instantly moving upward, to 
waist level, high enough for him to reach down to me. 
Then it opened and my physical form floated in the liquid 
before him, sleeping peacefully. 

“Here goes, my love.” Hero smiled at me, leaned 
over, and kissed my permanent physical form with the 
sweetest most gentle kiss. Then he glanced at the golden 
hourglass at my feet that was almost out of sand, and he 
looked back at me, worried, “Why haven't you awakened 
yet?” 

“| dunno. | guess l--* But as soon as | spoke, | felt a 
pull-- and my manifested temporary form was pulled 
back into my permanent form, inside the glass case. 

Two of me became 1 as | united with my body, back 
in the glass case. 

Suddenly my consciousness woke up in my 
permanent body within the glass case, and | gasped for 
air, right as my hourglass ran out of time. 

| sat up, shivering in liquid. 

Hero smiled at me, took off his jacket, and quickly 
wrapped it around me, “You're awake! You're awake!” 

He hugged and kissed my face all over as | laughed, 
nervously adjusting to my new awake self, and he kissed 
my cheeks and lips in quick and happy succession. 

| giggled and hugged him tight. 

Just then, lights glowed in glass cases beneath the 
feet of Romeo, Plato, Jesus, Lason and Sushil. 

Romeo's princess was a pretty, curly / dark-haired 
girl with olive skin, named Princess Marie Giovanni. 

Plato’s princess was a beautiful, dark-skinned girl 
with long, dark beaded braids down her back, named 
Princess Africa. 

Jesus's princess was a stunning caramel skinned 
girl with thick, wavy dark hair, named Princess Selena 


Lopez. 

Lason’s princess was a lovely butter pecan skinned 
girl with beautiful almond shaped eyes, named Princess 
Asia. 

Sushil’s princess was a fetching dark sienna 
skinned girl with a red vermilion mark in the parting of 
her hair just above her forehead, and her name was 
Princess India. 

The guys all looked on at their girls-- their 
erincesses-- in enamored awe, “Wow.” They all said. 

Then they all glanced at each other, shrugged, and 
kissed the girls. One by one, each princess woke up, much 
like | did, and the boys all took off their jackets-- or shirts- 
- to warm them up. 

We all looked at Brutus. 

He laughed, “Can't win ‘em all, | guess.” He chuckled 
nervously, and a bit sadly. Then he leaned on something 
that gave way and he fell atop 1 more glass case that was 
covered by jewels. 

He moved some of the jewels away. 

Inside it was an older, heavyset woman, in her 50's, 
with blonde hair, and she looked a bit like a Viking. The 
tomb glowed as he touched it and lifted up off the 
ground, knocking him down. He got back up, swiped the 
last few jewels off of her case and admired his princess. 

“My princess.” He said in awe. Then he grinned at us 
all, “Hey all! | found me a princess!" 

We all grinned for his joy as he kissed his princess. 

She awoke with a start and looked at him with a 
funny voice, “Are you my prince?” She asked sweetly. 

“Why yes, yes | am.” He said sexily to her. 

WHAP! 

She smacked him upside his head, “WHAT TOOK YA 
SO LONG THEN??!! | JUST ABOUT DIED WAITIN’ ON YA 
TO FIND ME, YA KNOW!" 

“Well | guess every princess is made for her prince.” | 
said, chuckling as the 2 fussed about. 


“And every prince is made for his princess.” Hero 
laughed with me, shaking his head at them. 

“And every wicked princess was made to vanquish 
all you goody goodies.” A cold, shrill voice said from the 
doorway. 

We all looked up to see about 12 or so very 
villainous-looking princesses, who all glared at us, with 
maniacal murder in their eyes. 


Chapter Sixteen 


“YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO DIE, PRINCESS. NOT 
LIVE HAPPILY EVER AFTER WITH YOUR SOULMATE 
PRINCE! THE WHOLE POINT OF A CURSE IS TO KILL THE 
HAPPILY EVER AFTER!" She scowled viciously at me. 

| stared back, suddenly recognizing her, “Ursula.” | 
growled in realization. 

“Hello Princess. Have a nice NAP?" She snarled. 

“Why have you done this?" | charged at her with 
righteous angst. 

“Easy.” She smirked, “You had what | wanted-- so | 
took it from you. We all chose sides. You chose to lead 
team Goody-2-Shoes. | chose to lead team Do Whatever 
The Hell You Want, and we cursed you all, overthrew you, 
and took over your kingdoms. It was fun.” 

“You're vile.” | glared at her in disgust. 

“You're weak." She retorted back, “Because you just 
woke up. So your powers are no match for mine.” 

She threw her hands toward me and electricity shot 
out of them. Hero jumped in front of me and took the hit. 

“HERO!" | screamed, jumping out of my case, and | 
grabbed him. 

Suddenly, our his and hers rings lit up, and 
electricity sparked between them. | felt something 
charging up inside of me. 

Hero and | both glowed a bright brilliant light that 
encased us and then it exploded in a big ray of power. 
Suddenly, we were both empowered now, as electricity 
visibly ran through us. 

Ursula frowned, realizing this. 

“Hero, sweety, are you OK?" | asked him frantically. 

“Yeah, yeah. I’m alright.” He nodded. 

“Ursula.” | glared at her. 

She laughed, “What’s wrong? Your gorgeous little 


goody-goody boy-toy can't take the heat?” 

“Can YOU?" | said, and | threw my hands out at her, 
sending wave after wave after wave of hot burning 
electricity into her soul-- 

--hoping to fry her brain. 

“AAAGGGHHH!"" She screamed as the force of my 
surge lifted her up into the air and SLAMMED her back 
down to the ground. 

She was still for a moment, but then lifted her finger 
off the ground slowly, to point at me, “Get... them.” She 
croaked out to her fellow demon princesses. 

Suddenly all hell broke loose as the villainous 
princesses started throwing lightning daggers at us. 

“AUGH!" The good princesses screamed, jumping 
away and hiding. 

“NO! UNITE WITH YOUR SOULMATES!" | shouted, 
“UNITE POWERS AND FIGHT BACK!" 

Suddenly his and hers rings appeared on all their 
fingers and powers surged through them. They all fought 
back, throwing electric barbs back at the evil girls. 

Finally our power grew so great together, as the 
force we united with each other expanded into a giant 
title wave of electricity, that the bad girls stopped and 
gasped. 

| smiled wildly at Ursula, “Welcome to The Princess 
Wars, hun.” 

“No--" Ursula started, “RETREAT!” She screamed and 
they all evaporated out of the tomb, disappearing in a 
puff of smoke, like the wicked witches they were, just as 
our power force hit the wall and cracked the ceiling, 
breaking the room apart. 

A gush of water flooded in and carried us and the 
treasure all out, down the river, and towards the shore, 
where Thomas, a few pirates, and the rest of our crew 
were all wandering about. 

“Oh! You found the treasure!” Thomas marveled. “l 
could never get in!” 


“Yeah, we almost died too. Care to be bothered with 
that gem as well?” Hero cut his eyes at his Father. 

“Boys-- Boys-- Of course lm happy you're alive.” 
Thomas said, “I knew you'd make it. You're a tough bunch. 
Come from good stock. You're alright.” 

Hero rolled his eyes at him and looked at me, “Are 
you alright?" 

“Never better.” | smiled, “Though I'll be even happier 
when | free the rest of the princesses here from their 
curses, and get my kingdom back, on Kingdom Island." | 
nodded at him. 

“Well that’s an adventure I'd love to have with you, 
my Princess.” Hero smiled. 

“Good. Because | don’t want to experience such 
greatness without you, my Hero." | smiled. 

He leaned in to kiss me but his Dad’s cough 
interrupted us, as he cleared his throat. 

“Yes, Thomas?" Hero looked at him, repressing 
irritation. 

“Well, | was thinkin’, since we're reunited family 
again, maybe you and the boys could lemme, ya know, 
hitch a ride with you home, on your big pretty pink ship.” 
He nodded at my boat. “Every time we tried to get to her 
she went invisible. Like she’s waitin’ on you guys, | guess. 
Bet you boys and your sweet, pretty little girlfriend here 
have got the right touch, mmm?” 

Hero sighed and looked at me, Plato and Romeo. 

| nod-shrugged. 

Plato nod-shrugged, “Sure.” 

Romeo sighed, “Fine.” 


“ALL ABOARD!" Hero shouted playfully as we all 
boarded my ship, and we sailed back to Hero’s town to 
drop most of everyone off, to go home. 


Chapter Seventeen 


BEFORE SETTING SAIL TO RETURN ME TO MY 
KINGDOM, Hero wanted to say goodbye to his Dad. 

He walked into his birth Father’s home office, which 
was in a mansion, and noticed a photo of his Dad with his 
skinny blonde wife and kids. Thomas stopped looking 
over paperwork to stare at Hero, stunned. 

“Hero. | didn’t expect to see you here, son.” 

“Nice mansion." Hero said. 

“Yeah, well. It’s a house. Got it in the will from my 
Father. Old money, you know.” 

“So you were born into wealth, yet you still steal 
from pirates, and left me and my brothers to rot as 
orphans, until the nuns took us in?” Hero glared at his 
Father incredulously. 

“Well you know. We ran out of money. Bad 
investments. Lost the family business, you know the deal. 
Had to get by somehow. | didn’t know where you boys 
were. | couldn't do anything.” 

“OK, well you know now. So you can do something 
now.” Hero said. 

“You're all grown up now.” Thomas shrugged. 

‘Im 21, Romeo's 19, and Plato’s only 17. He could still 
use a homelife like this. And we could all use college 
money for higher learning.” Hero said. 

“Well | don’t have any money to give you. This old 
diamond clock is all I've got that’s worth anything, and I’m 
sure never gonna part with it." He pointed to it, “It's worth 
more than the house itself." He laughed cavalierly. 

“We don't need your money now.” Hero's voice 
became sharp, “We just got rich the other day with all 
that prince and princess treasure, remember? It was just 
the principle of the matter. I'm just saying that you should 
take Plato in, because he’s your son and he’s still 


underage.” 

“Oh, now, look, see here, Hero, | know you're mad at 
me and think I’ve done ya wrong, and | haven't been a 
Father to ya.” Thomas nodded knowingly, “But there are 
rules here. Systems and status quo to obey. You know | 
can't take either of your brothers in. Even if | could take 
ANY a you boys in, it could only be YOU. 

“Now, YOU look more like me. And you're already 
captain of your own ship, doing great mission work. Doin’ 
big things. That would go over well with the town. | could 
take you in, WITHOUT your brothers. Pretend your 
constant hue, is just-- a nice summer tan that never goes 
away, and you could pass for pure-White, as one of us. As 
long as you never tell anyone-- about the mixed, 
aboriginal race-- of your Mother.” 

Hero’s breath caught in his throat, as he stared in 
lost pain at his birth Father, inhaling air with shaky 
weakness, as if he'd just been stabbed in the heart. 

Thomas continued, “But of course, you'd have to 
get rid of your exotic fling and get yourself a REAL wife. | 
mean, your little girlfriend's beautiful ‘n all-- you've got 
good taste, just like your Father, I'll give you that-- but 
she’s the wrong shade, along with her big bushy, ethnic 
hair, and she’s a bit thick, curvy and voluptuous for the 
Waspy, stick figure, paper doll cocktail crowd, if ya get 
what I’m sayin’. 

“But you can keep her on the side, like my other 
sons do with their mistresses, so long as she stays hidden 
and you marry a PROPER woman, who looks more like us. 
Ya know. The ones who make good arm candy and wife 
material. Who can be taken seriously in proper society. 
Who need protecting and providing. You know-- The 
Princess Type.” 

Hero glanced back at the photo of his Dad and his 
Dad's wife, “You mean White, skinny, blonde, and long- 
straight-haired.” He said knowingly. 

Thomas shrugged, “Well she can be a fetching 


brunette or a fiery redhead, so long as she’s not Jewish, 
Irish or Italian.” 

Hero nodded with tears welling up in his eyes, “I see 
why our Mothers all died now. It was the broken heart of 
realizing they'd conceived new life-- with such a waste of 
it.” He cut his eyes at Thomas, “May God have mercy on 
your soul, Thomas. Because God knows I've given you far 
too much.” Hero turned to walk out the door, but his 
Father stopped him. 

“Wait, wait.” Thomas opened a drawer full of 
engraved golden compasses and tossed one at Hero, 
who caught it abruptly and unexpectedly, “For your 
troubles.” He said simply, with a stupid smile. 

Hero read the engraving: 

“To The Love of My Life-- Words cannot express 
how much | love you-- Love, your 1 and only-- Thomas of 
The Atlantic.” 

It was the exact same inscription as the one to his 
Mother. 

Then Hero flashed back to Pirate Island, when 
Romeo mentioned how many “countless” kids Thomas 
probably had. 

“Well whoopdy do." Romeo had rolled his eyes, “Let's 
all throw him a party because he remembered 1 of his 
likely countless children, whose Mother he flagrantly 
cheated on." 

“Did you ever love ANY of them?” Hero asked 
Thomas in morbid disbelief. 

“Who? You boys’ Moms? Well sure. | loved every 
single one of them, in my own way. What can | say-- I’m a 
lovable guy.” He laughed. 

“| beg to differ.” Hero looked down, turned around, 
and walked on, to the door, to leave. 

Then he stopped, feeling the weight of the golden 
compass, and he looked down at it, as he tossed it 
slightly in his hand. 

He thought about it. 


Then suddenly and abruptly, Hero turned back 
around, pulled his arm back, and chucked the gold 
compass hard, across the room, hurling it fast and loud, 
into the diamond clock against the wall, and breaking it, 
with palpable venom in his eyes. 

BAM! 

The diamond clock came crashing down into 
countless pieces. 

Hero looked at his stunned and horrified Dad, and 
mocked his aloof cheerfulness with a blind grin, as he 
nodded back toward the golden compass inside the now- 
broken clock. 

“Thanks for the symbol of guidance and wisdom, 
Thomas, but-- | already have one.” Hero tugged at the 
chained crucifix of Jesus around his neck, and smiled 
bright. 

Then he left, as did the smile on his face, when he 
turned back around, abruptly frowning, with angry tears 
crescenting his hurting eyes, as he left a staggered 
Thomas to feel just an ounce of the pain that a 
heartoroken Hero now felt. 

Back on the ship again, Hero, the boys, and my 
princess sisters, all set sail for Kingdom Island, to reunite 
with our mothers and fathers and our other family and 
friends. | giggled excitedly as | playfully pet and hugged 
on my happy, healthy, well-groomed, little white poodle, 
who wore a shiny, pink, dog-bone-shaped name-tag 
labelled, “Bella” on it. However...| could tell Hero was 
upset. | passed by Plato, who was playing with his pet 
dragon, and | put a hand on Hero's back, rubbing him 
soothingly. 

“Are you OK?" | asked. 

“Not really.” He said honestly. 

| nodded, “It’s your Father.” 

“When is it not?" Hero laughed bitterly. 

“He's not who you hoped he'd be." | said. 


“He's not even who | FEARED he'd be.” Hero said, 
“He's just... NOTHING. A completely clueless doofus. A 
reckless jackass that just irresponsibly creates multiple 
families that he never takes care of-- or even checks on. 
Then he robs the people he’s supposed to catch and 
rehabilitate.” 

“Or kill” | added. 

“Or kill.” Hero nodded. “He's unreliable, 
untrustworthy, and foolish. | can't even admire his wealth 
because it was handed down to him by his bloodline, and 
then he squandered it all. Probably on these stupid 
golden compasses that he gives out like water.” Hero held 
ue his Mother’s gold compass and stared at it with new 
eyes, 

“Im sorry, Hero. You 3 all deserve so much better 
than... HIM. It’s hard to fathom how much better you 
turned out to be, growing up away from him. You coulda 
turned into him." 

Suddenly Hero realized the silver lining on his grey 
cloud, “You're right.” He said, “And Romeo and Plato and l- 
- we probably wouldn't have even known each other, or at 
least not be the kind of brothers we are now.” 

“True.” | nodded. 

“We did turn out better.” He said. 

“In deed." | nodded again. 

“I mean, we're wiser.” He said. 

“Yep.” | nodded. 

“And stronger.” He said. 

“Yep.” | nodded again. 

“And... and... more heroic.” He said. 

“Yep yep.” | nodded once more. 

“And faithful-- Loyal to whoever’s loyal to us." He 
added. 

“There ya go." | smiled at him. 

‘Im glad we never knew him before now. We did 
pretty aright for ourselves without him.” He smiled at me. 

“I'd say you've done better than alright.” | smiled 


back at him and kissed him slowly on the lips. 

He kissed back and looked at me with a 
mischievous smile as | pulled back, “DEFINITELY better 
than alright.” He grinned. “And someday we'll start our 
own family and do right what their grandparents did 
wrong.’ He said, “I can’t wait to do things right with you." 

“Likewise.” | said to him, “We have an epic journey 
ahead of us. All kinds of magic and mayhem await us.” 

“lll brave any mayhem if it means | get YOU in the 
end." He hugged me and | giggled. Then he nodded, 
“Yeah. It’s time to stop looking backward to the past and 
start looking forward to the future. You're no longer 
cursed and sleeping, desperate to break your hex-- and 
l/m no longer that lost little orphan boy, who's just 
desperately looking for his Father. You're awake and free 
now, and I’m a man now. It’s my responsibility to protect 
you, and it’s time to start a new life.” He took my hand, 
“Together.” 

“Well let's fly in the sky so high, like a dove-- and 
make great memories we can't forget, my love.” | sang 
joyously to him, grinning excitedly. 

“In deed, my beautiful, sweet-singing love.” He 
beamed at me, now thrilled with anticipation. 

Then we looked out at the ocean together and 
spoke courage to power, “Kingdom Island-- Here we 
come.” 

THE END. 


The Evolution of Christi's Creation (& Copyright) of 





Feature Length Books (excluding solo short stories & 


> > NDS of 


conceots): 


(c) 2000 = Prom King (The original version of Virgins 
vs Aliens-- an alien-free movie screenplay) 

(c) 2007 = Angel Wars: Comet & The Lightning Stick 
of Fame (The Comet-centric screenplay without 
Lady Phantom's visit) 

(c) 2013 = The Young & The Powerful (The long- 
winded audiobook prequel to Shadow Wars: Gin's 
Escape) 

(c) 2014 = Love Me Tender: The Existence of Sound 
(c) 2015 = Alien Wars: The Perfect Child (altered for 
Brenton Thwaites) 

(c) 2015 = Prophet Wars: Mystic Eyes 

(c) 2016 = The Killer Secrets of Skyler Stone: My 
Funny Valentine 

(c) 2017 = Siren Wars: Hunting Love & The Curse of 
The Blood Red Seductress 

(c) 2017 = Angel Wars: The Rise of Comet & Lady 


BWPNAUOKRWN> 


hRon> 


Phantom (LP-focused literary novel rewrite of 
Comet's launch story) 


. (c) 2018 = Princess Wars: Sleeping Beauty & The 


Curse of Pirate Island (written for Brenton Thwaites) 


. (c) 2018 = The Party: Welcome To Oz (written for 


Brenton Thwaites) 


. (c) 2018 = Virgins vs Aliens: Prom King (The alienful 


13-episode TV series teleplay revision of Prom King 
The Movie) 


. (c) 2019 = Shadow Wars: Gin's Escape (The stand- 


alone sequel to The Young & The Powerful's 
youtube audiobook) 


. (c) 2020 = Dear Recruiter: SCANDAL! (Short Stories 


Combatively Rebelling Against My Captors & 
Petitioning 4 Help) 


. (c) 2021 = Coffee Chat Gift Books (A series of rhyming 


collections, filled with personal and philosophical 
poetry & song) 


SHORT STORIES: 
1997 = 1 Last Kiss For The Runaway Boy 
2013 = 3 Shorts: The Hunt Brothers 
2013 = 3 Shorts: The Shadow Slayers 
2013 = 3 Shorts: The Happy Hope Heroes 
2013 = KiLL Club, 
2013 = Angel DeVille, 
2013 = The Rumor Mill 
2020 = Will Power (original concept = late 90's) 
2020 = Happy Anniversary, Dr. Apocalypse! 


. 2020 = 7 SCANDAL!-ous shorts 


INCOMPLETE STORIES: 
1996 = Jeremy & Michelle 
1998 = Cyclone's House 
2001 = The 9/11 Family 


. 2006 = Jack In The Box (treated as a short story 


preview of feature) 


5. 2015 = Monster Wars: The Hunt Brothers & The 
Zombie Apocalypse 


DEAR READER 


LETS CREATE A BETTER REALITY TOGETHER 
Copyrighted © 2019 by Christi Luv AKA Chris Taylor 


~ 








Sweet Jason is real to me ~ from Love Me Tender 
Pure Hunter is real to me ~ from Hunting Love 
Loyal Sammy King is real to me ~ from Prom King 
Loyal Nick OBrien is real to me too, just for fun 


Noble Hero is real to me ~ from Princess Wars 

His Valiant Brothers, Plato & Romeo, are real to me too 
Courageous Comet is real to me ~ from Angel Wars 
Wise Abraham is real to me ~ from The Party crew 


Patient Joe is real to me ~ from Alien Wars 

Selfless Angel is real to me ~ from Breathe 

Dauntless Torch is real to me ~ from Prophet Wars 
Brilliant Skyler Stone is real to me ~ from truth I've seen 


Though, I wish | was more patient, like Melody 

/ wish I was more courageous, like siren Love Jones 
/ wish I was as FREED as Sammy's Love becomes 

/ wish I had Sophia's shameless stones 


/ wish I was more focused, like Princess 

/ wish, like hers, my curse was also lifted 

/ wish I was as powerful as Lady Phantom 

/ wish I helped cure the world like Truth did 


/ wish I was more disciplined, like Mary 

/ wish I had the ghostly blessing Beauty had 

/ wish | felt a man love and fight for me as Torch did Hope 
/ wish I was still in tune with metaphysics, like Shyanne 


/ wish I could live in my imagination 

/ wish my good fiction worlds were physically real 

/ wish I met a guy like my strong passionate loving lead men 
/ wish I felt every high my lovely leading ladies feel 


/ know the world will be a better place when 


My heroic characters come to life in humanity 
From my books, songs, and movies to every youth they inspire 
/ wont stop till my fantasy'’s a reality 


Cause the world is not as it should be 

And everything you speak into existence manifests 
Every thought you think has a vibration 

Every act you make has a consequence 


So think the thoughts you want to bring to life 
Say the words you want to hear and just-- 
Write the ideas you want to become reality 
And live the way you wish the world really was 





~ AMAZON.COM DESIRE GENRE GUIDE ~ 


Check out Christi Luv's published works listed below with word count! 


FOR THE LOVER IN YOU 


A FANTASY THRILLER PASSION GUIDE FOR THE ROMANCE LOVERS 








~ THE CROWDED ROMANCE ~ 
INDULGE LOVE OR PICK A SIDE & STAND BY YOUR LOVE LOYALLY 
BY FACING LOVE TRIANGLES WITH TORN PASSIONS 
AND LOVE YOUR GOOD LOVE ~ EVEN IN A PEACELESS PLACE 


~ 


250K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Season 1~“Prom King" (13 Screenplay-Novellas) 
065K ~ Angel Wars: The Rise of Comet & Lady Phantom (Novel 1) 

045K ~ Shadow Wars: Young & Powerful ~ Gin's Escape (Screenplay 1) 
035K ~ Shadow Wars Prequel: Virgins, Vixens & Murder (Audioplay) 
025K ~ Love Me Tender: The Existence of Sound (Screenplay 1) 

TBA-K~ Dear Recruiter: Scandal! (A Series Within A Series) 


~ THE FORBIDDEN ROMANCE ~ 
PROTECT LOVE & DEFEND YOUR LOVE PROUDLY 
BY FACING LOVE CHALLENGES WITH DEFIANT PASSIONS 
AND LOVE YOUR GOOD LOVE ~ EVEN IN A FAITHLESS PLACE 


~ 


80K ~ Siren Wars: Hunting Love & The Blood Red Seductress (Novel 1) 

ASK ~ Alien Wars: The Perfect Child (Screenplay 1) 

30K ~ Princess Wars: Sleeping Beauty & The Curse of Pirate Isle (Novella 1) 
10K ~ Survival University: Jack In The Box (Screenplay) 

10K ~ ST&VT: Hottie Wars ~ Mr. America's Cyborg Adventure (Screenplay) 
OSK ~ Literary Rants: 1 Last Kiss For The Runaway Boy (Short Story) 


~ THE SAD ROMANCE ~ 
RESCUE LOVE & GET YOUR LOVE BACK VALIENTLY 
BY FACING LOVE LOSSES WITH PINING PASSIONS 
AND LOVE YOUR GOOD LOVE ~ EVEN IN A HOPELESS 
PLACE 


~ 


160K ~ The Killer Secrets of Skyler Stone: My Funny Valentine (Novel 1) 
065K ~ The Party: Welcome To Oz (Screenplay 1) 

055K ~ Prophet Wars: Mystic Eyes (Screenplay 1) 

010K ~ Survival University: Angel DeVille (Screenplay) 

010K ~ Literary Rants of A13 Yr. Old Kid: Unfinished Business (Play) 
005K ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Yr. Old Kid: Cyclone’s House (Short Story) 


~ 








~ THE BAD ROMANCE ~ 
TEACH LOVE & LEARN WHAT LOVE IS NOT 
BY FACING LOVE FAILS WITH BETRAYED PASSIONS 
AND DON'T WASTE YOUR GOOD LOVE ~ IN A LOVELESS PLACE 


~ 


15K ~ Dear Recruiter: My CRAZY Big Brother! (Novelette) 

10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Will Power (Screenplay) 

10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: The Rumor Mill (Screenplay) 

10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Happy Anniversary, Dr. Apocalypse! (Play) 
10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: The Diary of Christi Luv ~ There's That Hair! 
(AKA Dear Recruiter: My Ist BF Was A Sociopath) (Prose) 


~NO ROMANCE ~ 
LOVE A LOVE THATS UNIVERSAL & BROTHERLY 
BY FACING LOVE UNCONDITIONAL & NON-ROMANTIC PASSIONS 
AND LOVE YOUR GOOD LOVE ~EVEN INA RESTLESS PLACE 


~ 


10K ~ Survival University: KILL Club (Novelette) 

10K ~ Dear Recruiter: The Superhero-Rape Experiment (Novelette) 

10K ~ Survival University: 3Shorts~HuntBros/SoulSavers/HopeHeroes (Plays) 
10K ~ Survival University: TDoCL ~ iBreathe, Therefore iWrite (Prose) 


~ TO BE ANNOUNCED ~ 
STILL BEING DETERMINED 


~ 

















TBA ~ Superhero Wars: The Crossover Games (Novel) 

TBA ~ Zombie Wars: *NSYNC SAVES THE WORLD! (Screenplay) 

TBA ~ Pop Star Wars: *NSYNC vs BSB ~ Boy Band Battle (Screenplay) 
TBA ~ Supervillains In Love: The Musical (Screenplay) 

TBA ~ Breathe. (Novel) 


~ 


lf you cant find a title request it at HigherPowerPublishing@Gmail.com. 





~ AMAZON.COM ACTION GENRE GUIDE ~ 


Check out Christi Luv's published works listed below with word count! 


FOR THE FIGHTER IN YOU 


A FANTASY THRILLER PASSION GUIDE FOR THE BATTLE LOVERS 


~ THE CURSED FANTASY BATTLE ~ 
FIND A CURE & BREAK THE CYCLE 
BY FIGHTING TO HEAL WITH PASSIONATE FAITH 
AND FIGHT THE GOOD FIGHT ~ IN A BROKEN PLACE 


~ 


80K ~ Siren Wars: Hunting Love & The Blood Red Seductress (Novel 1) 

30K ~ Princess Wars: Sleeping Beauty & The Curse of Pirate Isle (Novella 1) 
25K ~ Love Me Tender: The Existence of Sound (Screenplay 1) 

15K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Dear Recruiter Letters of Poetry, Prose & Song 
10K ~ Survival University: Angel DeVille (Screenplay) 

10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Will Power (Screenplay) 

OSK ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Yr. Old Kid: Cyclone's House (Short Story) 

TBA ~ Breathe. (Novel) 


~ THE TRAPPED ADVENTURE BATTLE ~ 
FIND FREEDOM & GET OUT 
BY FIGHTING TO ESCAPE WITH PASSIONATE HOPE 
AND FIGHT THE GOOD FIGHT ~ IN A BLOCKED PLACE 


~ 


65K ~ The Party: Welcome To Oz (Screenplay 1) 

55K ~ Prophet Wars: Mystic Eyes (Screenplay 1) 

45K ~ Shadow Wars: Young & Powerful ~ Gin's Escape (Screenplay 1) 
15K ~ Dear Recruiter: My CRAZY Big Brother! (Novelette) 

10K ~ Survival University: Jack In The Box (Screenplay) 

10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: The Rumor Mill (Screenplay) 

TBA ~ Zombie Wars: *NSYNC SAVES THE WORLD! (Screenplay) 














~ THE PUZZLED MYSTERY BATTLE ~ 
FIND THE TRUTH & SOLVE THE BEFUDDLEMENT 
BY FIGHTING TO DISCOVER WITH PASSIONATE CURIOSITY 
AND FIGHT THE GOOD FIGHT ~ IN A TRICKED PLACE 


~ 


160K ~ The Killer Secrets of Skyler Stone: My Funny Valentine (Novel 1) 
065K ~ Angel Wars: The Rise of Comet & Lady Phantom (Novel 1) 

010K ~ Literary Rants of A13 Yr. Old Kid: Unfinished Business (Play) 

010K ~ Survival University: KILL Club (Novelette) 

010K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Happy Anniversary, Dr. Apocalypse! (Play) 
010K ~ Dear Recruiter: The Superhero-Rape Experiment (Novelette) 





*TBA ~ Superhero Wars: The Crossover Games (Novel) 


~ THE INVADED ROMANCE BATTLE ~ 
FIND A LIFELINE & GET THRU THE PERIL 
BY FIGHTING TO SURVIVE WITH PASSIONATE LOVE 
AND FIGHT THE GOOD FIGHT ~ IN AN ATTACKED PLACE 


~ 





250K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Season 1 ~ “Prom King’ (13 Screenplay-Novellas) 
045K ~ Alien Wars: The Perfect Child (Screenplay 1) 

035K ~ Shadow Wars Prequel: Virgins, Vixens & Murder (Audioplay) 

010K ~ ST&VT: Hottie Wars ~ Mr. America’s Cyborg Adventure (Screenplay) 
010K ~ Survival University: 3Shorts~HuntBros/SoulSavers/HopeHero (Plays) 
005K ~ Literary Rants: 1 Last Kiss For The Runaway Boy (Short Story) 

*TBA ~ Pop Star Wars: *NSYNC vs BSB ~ Boy Band Battle (Screenplay) 

*TBA ~ Supervillains In Love: The Musical (Screenplay) 


~ THE AWAKENED NON-FICTION BATTLE ~ 
FIND THE WISDOM & LEARN THE LESSON 
BY FIGHTING TO UNDERSTAND WITH PASSIONATE INSIGHT 
AND FIGHT THE GOOD FIGHT ~ IN A CONNECTED PLACE 


~ 


10K ~ Dear Recruiter: TDoCL ~ My Ist BF Was A Sociopath (Prose) 
10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: TDoCL ~ There's That Hair! (Prose) 
10K ~ Survival University: TDoCL ~ iBreathe, Therefore iWrite (Prose) 
60K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: A Love/Life Poetry Collection (Rhyme) 


~ 





lf you cant find a title request it at HigherPowerPublishin Gmailcom. 


~ AMAZON.COM SERIES GUIDE ~ 


This list of Christi Luvs published series is subject to change/grow. 








~ THE DIARY OF CHRISTI LUV: POETRY/SONG ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 


10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Youth Life 

10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Faith Life 

10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Political Life 
10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Bad Love 

10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Puppy Love 
10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Forever Love 
30K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv; Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Life Songs 
30K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv; Letters of Poetry & Song ~ Dear Love Songs 
15K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Dear Recruiter Letters of Poetry, Prose & Song 


~ VIRGINS VS ALIENS ~ ST: "PROM KING" ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 





“40K ~ Season OF: Episode 0] ~ Wait For Me, My Love 
“20K ~ Season OF: Episode 02 ~ The Virgin Love Triangle 
“20K ~ Season OF: Episode 03 ~ Saving Love 

“20K ~ Season OF: Episode 04 ~ A Love So Selfless 

“20K ~ Season OF: Episode 05 ~ Seduced By Love 

“20K ~ Season OF: Episode 06 ~ Love Seduced By Sammy 
*20K ~ Season OF: Episode 07 ~ The Virgin Love Wedding 
*20K ~ Season OF: Episode 08 ~ Love Seduced By Nick 
*20K ~ Season OF: Episode 09 ~ Virgin Love & War 

“20K ~ Season OF: Episode 10 ~ Virgin Love Secrets 

“25K ~ Season OF Episode 11 ~ Prom Night Love 

*20K ~ Season OF: Episode 12 ~ Perverting Love 

*80K ~ Season OF: Episode 18 ~ Love's Song 

250K ~ TOTAL COMPLETE S01 ~ ‘Prom King" 


~ VvsA (CONDENSED) ~ S1: ‘PROM KING" ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 


55K ~ Book 1 (Ep 1-2: Wait For Me, My Love & The Virgin Love Triangle) 

55K ~ Book 2 (Ep 3-5: Saving Love, A Love So Selfless & Seduced By Love) 
45K ~ Book 3 (Ep 6-8: Seduced By Sam, Virgin Love Wed & Seduced By Nick) 
50K ~ Book 4 (Ep 9-11: VirginLove/War, VirginLoveSecrets & PromNightLove) 
40K ~ Book 5 (Ep 12-13: Perverting Love & Love's Song) 


~ DEAR RECRUITER SERIES ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 





15K ~ CURSED: TDoCL ~ D.R. Letters of Poetry, Prose & Song 
15K ~ TRAPPED: My CRAZY Big Brother! (Novelette) 

10K ~ PUZZLED: The Superhero-kape Experiment (Novelette) 
TBA ~ INVADED; SCANDAL! (a series within a series) 

10K ~ AWAKENED: TDOCL ~ My Ist BF Was A Sociopath (Prose) 


~ SEX, TRUTH & VIDEOTAPE SERIES ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 





10K ~ CURSED: Will Power (Screenplay) 

10K ~ TRAPPED: The Rumor Mill (Screenplay) 

10K ~ PUZZLED: Happy Anniversary, Dr. Apocalyose! (Play) 

10K ~ INVADED: Hottie Wars: Mr. America's Cyborg Adventure (Screenplay) 
10K ~ AWAKENED: TDOCL ~ Theres That Hair! (Prose) 


~ SURVIVAL UNIVERSITY SERIES ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 


10K ~ CURSED: Angel DeVille (Screenplay) 

10K ~ TRAPPED: Jack In The Box (Screenplay) 

10K ~ PUZZLED: KiLL Club (Novelette) 

10K ~ INVADED: 8 Shorts (Hunt Bros / Soul Savers / Hope Heroes) (Plays) 
10K ~ AWAKENED: TDOCL ~ iBreathe, Therefore iWrite (Prose) 


~ LITERARY RANTS SERIES ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 





05K ~ CURSED: Cyclone'’s House (Short Story) 
10K ~ PUZZLED: Unfinished Business (Play) 
05K ~ INVADED: 1 Last Kiss For The Runaway Boy (Short Story) 


~ PIECES OF A MEMOIR SERIES ~ LIST OF EPISODES ~ 


10K ~ My Ist BF Was A Sociopath (Prose) 
10K ~ iBreathe, Therefore iWrite (Prose) 


~ COMING SOON ~ 


90K ~ MIX: Christi Luvs Mega Collection of Short Stories & Novelettes 
TBA ~ MIX: Christi Luvs Mega Collection Series of Long Fiction Samplers 
TBA ~ AWAKENED: Luvs Hi5iQ Guide ~ 2Ur Natural Strengths 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: Luvs Hi5iQ Guide ~ 2Ur Astro-Angel Strength 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: Luvs Hi5iQ Guide ~ 2Ur Secret Strengths 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: How 2 Write ~ Hit Songs w/Examples 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: How 2 Write ~ Hit Movies w/Examples 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: How 2 Write ~ Hit Books w/Examples 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: *HERO Is The New BLACK! ~ Inventors 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: *HERO Is The New BLACK! ~ Pioneers 

TBA ~ AWAKENED: *HERO Is The New BLACK! ~ Royalty (A Did You Know? Well 
You Should! Collection of Positive Black History Contributions Series) 
TBA ~ AWAKENED: “Protecting Our Youth ~ Kids Rape Kids: How To Teach 
Your Children About Sex Before A Predator Does 

10K ~ AWAKENED: Philosophies Explained ~ Logic of Cursed Books 

10K ~ AWAKENED;: Philosophies Explained ~ Logic of Trapped Books 

10K ~ AWAKENED: Philosophies Explained ~ Logic of Puzzled Books 

10K ~ AWAKENED: Philosophies Explained ~ Logic of Invaded Books 

10K ~ AWAKENED: Philosophies Explained ~ Logic of Awakened Books 
50K ~ AWAKENED: Philosophies Explained ~ Logic of All Luv Books 


~ AMAZON.COM THEME GUIDE ~ 


This list of Christi Luvs published themes is subject to change/grow. 





~ THE 10 COLLECTIONS OF LUV ~ 


THE ALIEN COLLECTION: 
~ for “Why is this happening to me?” chills & TRUTH fantasy thrills! ~ 


THE SEDUCTRESS COLLECTION: 
~ for ‘Is he for real?” chills & ROMANCE fantasy thrills! ~ 


THE KILLER COLLECTION: 
~ for “Whodunit?” chills & REVENGE fantasy thrills! ~ 


THE MAD-HATTER COLLECTION: 
~ for WTF?” chills & ESCAPE fantasy thrills! ~ 





THE ADVENTURER COLLECTION: 
~ for “What happens next?” chills & ROLLER-COASTER fantasy thrills! ~ 





THE STUDENT COLLECTION: 
~ for “Will they find out?” chills & VICTORY fantasy thrills! ~ 





THE ANGEL COLLECTION: 
~ for ‘How do we fulfill the prophecy?” chills & MAGIC fantasy thrills! ~ 





THE SUPERHERO COLLECTION: 
~ for ‘How do we stop the bad guys?” chills & BATTLE fantasy thrills! ~ 





THE CHARMER COLLECTION: 
~ for ‘How sweet is that?” chills & FASCINATION fantasy thrills! ~ 





THE ROCK STAR COLLECTION: 
~ for “When do we rock the stage?” chills & PARTY fantasy thrills! ~ 





~ THE ALIEN COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
Virgins vs Aliens: Complete Season 1 ~ Prom King / E1-13 ~ (250k) 
The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ All Poems (60K) 
Alien Wars: The Perfect Child (45K) 
Survival University: TDoCL/P.O.A.M: | Breathe, Therefore | Write (10K) 
Sex, Truth & Videotape: Hottie Wars ~ A Cyborg Adventure (10K) 


~ THE SEDUCTRESS COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
Siren Wars: Hunting Love & The Curse of The Blood Red Seductress (80K) 


Virgins vs Aliens ~ S1: "Prom King" (Condensed) ~ 1/5 (55K) 
Virgins vs Aliens ~ S1: "Prom King" (Condensed) ~ 2/5 (50K) 
Virgins vs Aliens ~ S1: "Prom King" (Condensed) ~ 3/5 (45k) 
Virgins vs Aliens ~ S1: "Prom King" (Condensed) ~ 4/5 (50K) 
Virgins vs Aliens ~ S1: "Prom King" (Condensed) ~ 5/5 (40k) 

Sex, Truth & Videotape: The Full Shorts & Novelettes Collection (35K) 

Sex, Truth & Videotape: Will Power (10K) 

The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Bad Love (10K) 

Sex, Truth & Videotape: TDoCL/POA Memoir ~ There's That Hair! (10K) 


~ THE KILLER COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
The Killer Secrets of Skyler Stone: My Funny Valentine (160k) 
Survival University: KiLL Club (10K) 
Literary Rants of A 13 Year Old Kid: Cyclone'’s House (5k) 
Protecting Our Youth: Kids Rape Kids (TBA) 


~ THE MAD-HATTER COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
The Party: Welcome To Oz (65k) 
Dear Recruiter: The Full Shorts & Novelettes Collection (30K) 
Dear Recruiter: My CRAZY Big Brother! (15k) 
Dear Recruiter: TDoCL/P.O.A.M. ~ My Ist BF Was A Sociopath (10K) 
The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Political Life (10k) 
Sex, Truth & Videotape: Happy Anniversary, Dr. Apocalypse! (10K) 


~ THE ADVENTURER COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 


Luv's Mega Collection of Short Stories & Novelettes (90K) 
Princess Wars: Sleeping Beauty & The Curse of Pirate Island (30K) 
The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Forever Love (10K) 
Literary Rants of A 13 Yr Old Kid: 1 Last Kiss For The Runaway Boy (5K) 
Cursed/Trapped/Puzzled/Invaded/Awakened Genre Samplers (TBA) 


~ THE STUDENT COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
Prophet Wars: Mystic Eyes (55K) 

Survival University: The Full Shorts & Novelettes Collection (40k) 
The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Youth Life (10K) 
Survival University: Jack In The Box (10k) 

Sex, Truth & Videotape: The Rumor Mill (10K) 

How 2 Write: Hit Movies w/Examples (TBA) 

How 2 Write: Hit Books w/Examples (TBA) 


~ THE ANGEL COLLECTION INCLUDES - 


Angel Wars: The Rise of Comet & Lady Phantom (65k) 
Survival University: Angel DeVille (10k) 

The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Faith Life (10k) 
Literary Rants of A 13 Year Old Kid: Unfinished Business (10k) 
Breathe. (TBA) 

Luv's HisiQ Guide: 2Ur Astro-Angel Strengths (TBA) 
Luv's HisiQ Guide: 2Ur Natural Strengths (TBA) 

Luv's HisiQ Guide: 2Ur Secret Strengths (TBA) 


~ THE SUPERHERO COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
Shadow Wars: The Young & The Powerful ~ Gin's Escape (45k) 
The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Life Songs (30K) 
Dear Recruiter: The Superhero-Rape Experiment (10K) 
Survival University: 3 Shorts ~ Hunt Bros / Soul Savers / Hope Heroes (10K) 
Zombie Wars: *NSYNC SAVES THE WORLD! (TBA) 
Superhero Wars: The Crossover Games (TBA) 
HERO Is The New BLACK! ~ Inventors (TBA) 
HERO Is The New BLACK! ~ Pioneers (TBA) 
HERO Is The New BLACK! ~ Royalty (TBA) 


~ THE CHARMER COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
Luv's Mega Collection of Long Fiction Samplers (165K) 
Philosophies Explained: The Logic of All Luv Books (55K) 
Love Me Tender: The Existence of Sound (25K) 

Literary Rants of A 13 Year Old Kid: Total Collection (25K) 

The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Puppy Love (10k) 
Philosophies Explained: The Logic of Cursed Books (10K) 
Philosophies Explained: The Logic of Trapped Books (10k) 
Philosophies Explained: The Logic of Puzzled Books (10K) 
Philosophies Explained: The Logic of Invaded Books (10K) 

Philosophies Explained: The Logic of Awakened Books (10K) 


~ THE ROCK STAR COLLECTION INCLUDES ~ 
The Young & Powerful/SW Prequel ~ Real Talk: Virgins, Vixens & Murder (35K) 
The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Songs ~ Love Songs (10k) 
Pop Star Wars: *NSYNC vs BSB ~ Battle of The Boy Bands (TBA) 
Supervillains In Love: The Musical (TBA) 
How 2 Write: Hit Songs w/Examples (TBA) 


lf you cant find a title request it at HigherPowerPublishin Gmail.com. 


~ STAY UPDATED ~ 
Follow The Author @ amazon.com/author/christiluv 
Subscribe 4 Freebies @ christiluvtv.wix.com/V/Pclub 
Order A Book Subscription @ Patreon.com/AmazonBookClub 
Donate To Author Projects @ Patreon.com/ChristiLuv1V 
Tio The Author Just Because @ PayPal.com/ChristiLuvTV 
or Venmo.com/ChristiLuvTV or easiest @ TinyURL.com/SquareMonthly 


Thank you for reading this book. Hope you enjoyed the journey! 
God Bless-- and see you soon, on the next one! 


~ AMAZON.COM ADULT MATURITY GUIDE ~ 


TBD = To Be Determined 
MHI = Mentioned, Hinted or Implied 
Most Language = YA-safe {PG-13} 
LPG = Language MG-appropriate {PG} 


KISS = MG-(Mid-Grade/Kid)-Safe Hetero Affection (Crush's Sweet Peck) 
TOUCH = YA-(Young-Adult/Teen)-OK Hetero Affection (Like Making 
Out) 

SEX = NA-(New-Adult/AFTER-High-School)-Restricted Hetero 
Affection 
(Sodomy / deviant sex is rarely implied or depicted & not 
encouraged) 

RAPE = Sexual Violence / Spiritually Intimate Robbery 


NRV = Non-sexual “Real” (Reality) Violence 
NFV = Non-sexual “Fake” (Fantasy) Violence 
DRINK = Recreational Use of Alcohol 
DRUG = Recreational Use of Nicotine or Narcotics 


BOOK: KISS/TOUCH ~ SEX-/-RAPE ~ NRV/NFV ~ DRINK/DRUG 
3ShortStories: No/No ~~~~ No/Yes ~~~~ Yes/Yes ~~~~~~ MHI/No 
“Alien Wars I: Yes/Yes ~~ Marital/Reoro ~ Yes/Yes ~~~~~ Mom/No 
Angel DeVille: Yes/No ~~~~ MHI/No ~~~~ Meh/Yes ~~~~~ MHI/No 
Angel Wars I: Yes/No ~~~~ No/No ~~~~~ No/Yes ~~~ No/No/LPG 





DearRecruiter: No/No ~~~~ MHl/Yes ~~~~Yes/Yes ~~~~~~ No/No 
DrApocalypse: Yes/Yes ~~~ Marital/No ~~~No/No ~~~~~~~ No/No 
**Hottie Wars: No/No ~~~~ MHI/No ~~~~ NO/Yes ~~~~~~~ No/No 
** Jack In Box: No/No ~~~~ No/No ~~~~~ No/No ~~~~~~ MHI/No 
"iLL Club: No/No ~~~~ MHI/Yes ~~~~Yes/No ~~~~~~ No/No 


*Lit Rants/Kio: Yes/No ~~~~No/No ~~~~ Yes/Yes ~~~~ No/NOo/LPG 
LoveMeTenor: Yes/Yes ~~~~No/No ~~~~ Yes/Meh ~~~~ Once/No 
PrincessWarl: Yes/Yes ~~~~No/No ~~~~ Yes/Yes ~~~~ Pirates/No 

ProphetWarsi: Yes/No ~~~~No/No ~~~~ No/Yes ~~~~ No/No/LPG 


SexTruthVido; Yes/Yes ~ Marital/Attempt ~ Yes/Yes ~~~~~~ No/No 
ShadowWarsl: Yes/Yes ~~ Yes/Attempt ~~ Yes/No ~~~~~~ No/No 
SH-R Exorimnt: No/MHI ~~~ No/MHI ~~~~ MHI/No ~~~~~~ No/No 
“Siren Wars I: Yes/Yes ~~ MHI/Attempt ~~ Yes/Yes ~~~~~~ No/No 
SkylerStone I: Yes/Yes ~~~ MHI/Yes ~~~~ Yes/No ~~~No/kejected 
SurvivalUnivrs: No/No ~~~~ MHI/Yes ~~~ Yes/Yes ~~~~~~ MHI/No 
“V&P Prequel: Yes/Yes ~~~~Yes/No ~~~ Yes/No ~~~~~~ Yes/No 

The Party / Oz: Yes/Yes ~~~~MHI/No ~~~ Meh/Yes ~~~No/PopFielo 
The RumorMill: No/No ~~~ No/Attempt ~~ Yes/No ~~~~~~~ No/No 


Virgins VsAlien: Yes/Yes ~~ MHl/Attempt ~~ Yes/Yes ~~~~~ Yes/No 
“Will Power: Yes/Meh ~~~ MHI/No ~~~~ No/No ~~~~~~ No/No 


~ AMAZON.COM TIME & WORD COUNT GUIDE ~ 


To Christi Luv's Published Works ~ Count Subject To Change 
TDOCL = The Diary of Christi Luv / POC = Proof of Concept 


NOVELS & MOVIE-LENGTH PLAYS (WORKS OVER 40K WORDS & 


PRESUMABLY OVER 90 MINUTES IN ADAPTED SCREEN TIME): 
165K ~ Luv's Mega Collection of Long Fiction Samplers (Prose & Plays) 


160K ~ The Killer Secrets of Skyler Stone: My Funny Valentine (Prose) 
*90K ~ Luv's Mega Collection of Short Stories & Novelettes (P&P) 

*80K ~ Siren Wars: Hunting Love / Blood Red Seductress Curse (Prose) 
*69K ~ The Party: Welcome To Oz (Screenplay) 

*69K ~ Angel Wars: The Rise of Comet & Lady Phantom (Prose) 

*60K ~ Philosophies Explained: The Logic of All Christi Luv Books (Mix) 
*60K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Song ~ All Poems (Rhyme) 
*55K ~ Prophet Wars: Mystic Eyes (Screenplay) 

*OOK ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Prom King ~ Condensed (Screenplays) 1/5 
*50K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Prom King ~ Condensed (Screenplays) 2/5 
*50K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Prom King ~ Condensed (Screenplays) 4/5 
*45K ~ Shadow Wars: Young & Powerful ~ Gin's Escape (Screenplay) 
*45K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Prom King ~ Condensed (Screenplays) 3/5 
*45K ~ Alien Wars: The Perfect Child (Screenplay) 

*40K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: Prom King ~ Condensed (Screenplays) 5/5 


NOVELLAS & TV-LENGTH PLAYS (WORKS 17K - 40K WORDS & 
PRESUMABLY 60 TO 90 MINUTES IN ADAPTED SCREEN TIME): 

250K ~ Virgins vs Aliens: S1 ~ "Prom King" (13 Screenplay-Novellas) 
*40K ~ Survival University: Shorts & Novelettes (Screenplays & Prose) 
*35K ~ Young & Powerful Prequel Virgins, Vixens & Murder (Audioplay) 
*35K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Shorts & Novelettes (Plays & Prose) 
*30K ~ Princess Wars: Sleeping Beauty & Curse of Pirate Isle (Prose) 
*30K ~ Dear Recruiter: Soykult Shorts & Novelettes (All Prose) 

*30K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Song ~ Life Songs (Rhyme) 
*30K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry & Song ~ Love Songs (Rhyme) 
*29K ~ Love Me Tender: The Existence of Sound (Screenplay) 

*20K ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Yr. Old Kid: Shorts & Flash-Fiction (Prose) 


NOVELETTES & SHORT-FILM POC PLAYS (7K-17K WORDS & 
PRESUMABLY 30 TO 60 MINUTES IN ADAPTED SCREEN TIME): 
*15K ~ Dear Recruiter: My CRAZY Big Brother! (Prose) 

*10K ~ Dear Recruiter: The Superhero-Rape Experiment (Prose) 
*10K ~ Dear Recruiter: TDOCL ~ My 1st BF Was A Sociopath (Prose) 
*10K ~ Survival University: 3 Shorts (Stage & Screenplays) 

*10K ~ Survival University: Angel DeVille (Screenplay) 

*10K ~ Survival University: TDoCL/iBreathe Therefore iWrite (Prose) 
*10K ~ Survival University: KiLL Club (Prose) 

“10K ~ Survival University: Jack In The Box (Screenplay) 

*10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: TDoCL ~ There's That Hair! (Prose) 





*10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Dr. Apocalypse! (Screenplay) 

*10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Will Power (Screenplay) 

*10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: The Rumor Mill (Screenplay) 

*10K ~ Sex, Truth & Videotape: Hottie Wars ~ Cyborg Adventure (Play) 
“10K ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Yr old Kid: Unfinished Business (Prose) 
*10K ~ Philosophies Explained: Logic of Luv's Cursed Books (Mix) 
“10K ~ Philosophies Explained: Logic of Luv's Trapped Books (Mix) 
“10K ~ Philosophies Explained: Logic of Luv's Puzzled Books (Mix) 
*10K ~ Philosophies Explained: Logic of Luv's Invaded Books (Mix) 
“10K ~ Philosophies Explained: Logic of Luv's Awakened Books (Mx) 
“10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry&Song/Political Life (Rhyme) 
*10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry&Song/Faith Life (Rhyme) 
*10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry&Song/Youth Life (Rhyme) 
“10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry&Song/Puppy Love (Rhyme) 
*10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry&Song/Bad Love (Rhyme) 
“10K ~ The Diary of Christi Luv: Poetry&Song/ForeverLove (Rhyme) 


SHORT STORIES & SKIT-LENGTH POC PLAYS (1K-K WORDS & 
PRESUMABLY 5 TO 30 MINUTES IN ADAPTED SCREEN TIME): 

™*SK ~ 3 Shorts: The Hunt Brothers (Screenplay) 

™*95K ~ 3 Shorts: The Soul Savers (Screenplay) 

™*SK ~ 3 Shorts: The Happy Hope Heroes (Stageplay) 

™*OK ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Yr Kid: 1 Last Kiss For The Runaway Boy 
™*SK ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Yr old Kid: Cyclone'’s House 


FLASH FICTION & AD-LENGTH POC PLAYS (UNDER 1K WRDS & 


PRESUMABLY UNDER 5 MINUTES IN ADAPTED SCREEN TIME]: 
*TBA ~ Literary Rants of A 13 Year-old Kid: Various Unlisted Segments 





IN PROGRESS... 

*TBA ~ Breathe. (Novel) 

*TBA ~ Superhero Wars: The Crossover Games (Novel) 

*TBA ~ Zombie Wars: *NSYNC SAVES THE WORLD! (Screenplay) 
*TBA ~ Pop Star Wars: NSYNC vs BSB ~ Boy Band Battle (Screenplay) 
*TBA ~ Supervillains In Love: The Musical (Screenplay) 





AD-LENGTH = Quick TV Commercial Length 
SKIT-LENGTH = Long Sneak Preview Length 
POC = Proof of Concept 











~ ORDER OF BOOKS BY YEAR OF COPYRIGHT ~ 


Most concepts/titles are not listed because they are not yet in 
develooment. 
“Entire Title May Not Be Spelled Out But Represents Series Franchise* 


~ 1990's ~ 


1990's COPYRIGHT OF COMPLETED SHORT & FULL LENGTH SCRIPTS 
MOST NEW CONCEPTS /TITLES: Original = 1997-2002 / 1st Published = 2017 
LITERARY RANTS/13YRKID: Ist Scripts = 1997 / 1st Published/Proofed = 2020 
sme" HINTING LOVE: Idea/Title = 1997 / 1st Published/Updated = 2017 
sereeeee"WILL POWER: Idea/Title = 1998 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 
**BOEM/SONG~SAMPLER: Original = 1999 / Ist Published/Updated = 2019 
POEM/SONG-~COLLECTION: Original = 1999 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 
*POEM/SONG-YOUTH LIFE: Original = 1999 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 
*“POEM/SONG-FAITH LIFE: Original = 1999 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 
POEM/SONG-POLITIC LIFE: Original = 1999 / Ist Published/Updated = 2020 
*POEM/SONG-BAD LOVE: Original = 1999 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 
POEM/SONG~PUPPY LOVE: Original = 1999 / Ist Published/Updated = 2020 
POEM/SONG-F OREVER <3: Original = 1999 / Ist Published/Updated = 2020 
*POEM/SONG-LIFE SONGS: Original = 1999 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 
POEM/SONG-~LOVE SONGS: Original = 1999 / 1st Published/Updated = 2020 


~2000's ~ 


2000's COPYRIGHT OF COMPLETED SHORT & FULL LENGTH SCRIPTS 
MANY NEW CONCEPTS/TITLES: Original = 2002-2010 / Ist Published = 2020 
PROM KING (Virgins vs Aliens basis): Movie Script = 2000 / Ist Pub = 2020 
BITE ME: My Valley-Girl-Wolf Idea = 2005 / TP's Valley-Boy Spin/Play = 2008 
anew" JACK IN THE BOX: Ist Script = 2005 / Ist Published = 2020 
ALIEN WARS/PERFECT CHILD: Idea/Title = 2005 / Ist Published = 2017 
“™*COMET/LADY PHANTOM: Idea/Title = 2007 / 1st Published = 2017 
anne" ANGEL WARS: Ist Script = 2008 / Ist Published = 2017 
“TP'S THE BOY NEXT DOOR: Ist Script = 2009 / 1st Published = 2020 


~20105 ~ 


2010's COPYRIGHT OF COMPLETED SHORT & FULL LENGTH SCRIPTS 
SOME NEW CONCEPTS/TITLES: Original = 2013-2017 / 1st Published = 2017 
“*DROPHET WARS: Concept/Title = 2010 / Ist Published/Updated = 2020 
“PRINCESS WARS: Concept/Title = 2010 / Ist Published/Updated = 2017 
sa SIREN WARS: Concept/Title = 2010 / Ist Published/Updated = 2017 
Hawar ANGEL DEVILLE: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 
vmrr"*THE HUNT BROTHERS: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 
were“ THE SOUL SAVERS: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 
somes" HAPPY HOPE HEROES: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 
sewa THE RUMOR MILL: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 
seeeneeeeeee"KILL CLUB: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 
smeee""VYOUNG & POWERFUL: Ist Script = 2013 / Ist Published = 2020 

















sneer" OVE ME TENDER: Ist Script = 2015 / Ist Published = 2020 
ALIEN WARS/PERFECT CHILD: Ist Script = 2015 / 1st Published = 2017 
*SECRETS OF SKYLER STONE: Ist Script = 2015 / Ist Published = 2017 
Hennen DROPHET WARS: Ist Script = 2015 / Ist Published = 2020 
Henen SI REN WARS: Ist Script = 2017 / Ist Published = 2017 
saneeeeeee"" ANGEL WARS: Updated = 2017 / 1st Published = 2017 
sanweee*PRINCESS WARS: Ist Script = 2017 / Ist Published = 2017 
sneer" OTTIE WARS: Ist Script = 2017 / Ist Published = 2017 
seeeee"*TP's IN HIS SHOES: Ist Script = 2017 / Ist Published = 2020 
VIRGINS vs ALIENS (Prom King Update): New Scripts = 2018 / Ist Pub= 2020 
sanmeeeeee“THE PARTY: Ist Script = 2018 / 1st Published = 2019 
*SHADOW WARS/GIN STORY: Ist Script = 2019 / 1st Published = 2020 
“DEAR RECRUITER: Ist Poem/Idea/Title = 2019 / Ist Published = 2020 


~ 2020s ~ 


2020's COPYRIGHT OF COMPLETED SHORT & FULL LENGTH SCRIPTS 
*A FEW NEW CONCEPT/TITLES: Original = 2017-Now / 1st Published = 2020 
sane WILL POWER: Ist Script = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 
HAPPY ANVRSY DR APOCALYPSE: Ist Script = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 
**MY 1ST BF WAS A SOCIOPATH: Ist Script = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 
“IBREATHE THEREFORE iWRITE: Ist Script = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 
wmeer""MY CRAZY BIG BROTHER: Ist Script = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 
SUPERHERO-RAPE EXPERIMENT: Ist Script = 2020 / 1st Published = 2020 
seet SURVIVAL UNIVERSITY: Ist Series = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 
meee SEX, TRUTH & VIDEOTAPE: 1st Series = 2020 / Ist Published = 2020 

COPYRIGHT OF CONCEPTS & TITLES NOW IN DEVELOPMENT 

*“*SUPERHERO WARS: Concept/Title = 2010 / 1st Published Script = 2020 
+ MONSTER WARS: Concept/Title = 2010 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
s ZOMBIE WARS: Concept/Title = 2010 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
aeeee*BREATHE.: Concept/Title = 2010 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
™LUV HISIQ GUIDES: Concept/Title = 2015 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
“LUV HOW 2 WRITE: Concept/Title = 2015 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
*HERO IS NEW BLACK: Concept/Title = 2015 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
PROTECT OUR YOUTH: Concept/Title = 2015 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
“™*DOP STAR WARS: Concept/Title = 2018 / 1st Published Script = 2020 
™**ROCK STAR WARS: Concept/Title = 2018 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
+N SYNC VS BSB: Concept/Title = 2018 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
*TP'S LOVE MUSICALS: Concept/Title = 2018 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
**LUV MEGA SAMPLES: Concept/Title = 2018 / 1st Published Script = 2020 
*“LUV GENRE SAMPLES: Concept/Title = 2018 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
SUPERVILLAINSiInNLOVE: Concept/Title = 2019 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
“KIDS RAPE KIDS: Concept/Title = 2020 / 1st Published Script = 2020 
PHILOSOPHY EXPLAIN: Concept/Title = 2020 / Ist Published Script = 2020 
WHAT ACTOR R YOU?: Concept/Title = 2020 / 1st Published Script = 2020 
NSYNC SAVES WORLD: Concept/Title = 2020 / Ist Published Script = 2020 


List will be updated over time as more titles/scriots are completed! 


